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Eser Richard Duke of Gloceſt er, ſoluu. 


Ow is the winter of diſcont: ne, 
Made glorious ſommer by this ſonne of Y orke : 
And all the cloudes that lowrd vpon our ho uſe, 
| In the deepe boſome of the Ocean buried. 
Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes, 

Our bruiſed armes hung vp for monuments, 
Our ſterne alarums changd to merry meetings, 
Our dreadtull marches to delightfull meaſures. 
Grim-viſagde warre, hath ſmoothde his wringled front, 
And now in ſtead of mounting barbed ſteeds, 
To fright the ſoules of fearefull aduerſaries, : 
He capers nimblie in a Ladies chamber, 
To the laſcigious pleaſing of a Louc. 
But I that am not ſhapte for ſportiue trickes, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking glaſſe, 
I chat amrudely ſtampt, and want loues maieſlis | 
To ſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph: 
I that am curtaild of this faire proportion, 
Cheared of feature by diſſembling nature, 
Deformd,vnfiniſht, ſent before my time 
Into this breathing world halfe made vp, 
3 ſo lamely and vnfaſhionable, | 

hat dogs barke at meas I haltby them: — 

Why 1 in this weake piping time of peace 
Hue no delight to a.” away the time, 
Vunleſſe to ſpie my ſhadow in the Sunne, 
And deſcant on mine owne deformitie : 
And therefore ſince I cannot proue a louer 
To entertaine theſe faire well ſpoken daies, 
I] am determined to proue awilaine, - 
And hate the idle pleaſures of theſe daes: 
Plots haue I lad, inductons dangerous, 
| 1 By. .. 


And iflang Edward be as true and iuſt 
As Iam ſubtile, falſe, and trecherouu: 
This day ſhould Clarence cloſely be mewed vp, 
About a propheſie which ſaies that G. 
Of Edward: heires the murtherer ſhall bee. a 
Dine thoughrs downe to my ſoule, Euter Clarence with 
Here Clarence comes, | « guard of men.” 
Brother, good dayes,vhat meanes this armed guard 
That waites vpon your grace? 
Cu, Hu rendering my perſons ſafetie hath ap. 
This conduct to conuey me tothe Tower. (pointed 
— ä — 
ecauſe my name is George. 
Ca. Alack my Lord, thai fault is noneof 
He ſhould for that commit your godfathers: 
O his maieſtie hath ſome intent 1 
That you ſhall be ne chriſtneũ in the Tor. 
But what is the matter Clarence may I know? 
Ca, Lea Richard when I know, for I proteſt 
As yet I do not, but as I can learne, | 
He harkens aftcr prophecies and dreames, 
And from the craſſe rome pluches the letter G: 
And ſaies a ward told him that by G, 
| Hisiſſue difinberited ſhould be · 
Asad for my name of George begins with G, 
Je followes in hu thought that | amhe. 


| "Theſe as | learne,and lach like toyes as theſe, 


H. ue moued his h e to commit me now. 
Glo, Why this it is when men ane rulde by women, 
1 the king that ſends ydu to the Tower, 
My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence ts ſhe 

chu extremitie : 


— — 
Ci. Rambh en —— 
Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertie. 
Ile tell you hat | thinke it is our way, 
If we will keepe in fancur with the kings 
To be her men,and weare her livery. 
The ica'ous oreworne widow and her ſelfe, 
——— vV— \ 
2 ſſips in this monarchy. ©» - | 
beſeech your Graces both to pard6 me: 
Hes maiefhic hach ſtraighely given in charge, 


That no man ſhall haue priuate conference, 
Of what Ty Aer rpm vera 


Well ſtrooke in yeares,faire,apd not iealous- 
We ſay that Shores wife hath a pretie —— 
A cherry li a bony eye, a paſſing ple tongue : 
And that the — ae made gentle lle. 
How lay you ſu, can you deny allthis ?- 

Bro, With this (my Lord) my ſelſe haue am - 

Glo. Nayghe todo with Mitredle Sbore, | tell thee fellow, 
He that doth naught with her, r one, 

Were belt he do it ſecretly 2 

| Bro. S 


Cl. We know thy charge Hrok 11 
Gi. e 5 
S wes 
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- — — 
ouches me t | 
Cle. 1 — nem mages of vs well. 
Glo, Well, your — ſhal not be long, 
Iwill dehuer you, or lie for you, 
Meane time haue patience. | 
Cz, ] muſt perforce,farewcll. * Exit Cla. * 
Gt. Go tread the path, that thou ſhale nete returne, 


71 Simple plaine Clarence, I do loue thee fo, 


That | will ſhortly ſend thy ſoule to heaven, 
— preſe nt at our hands: 


Bur who comes here, the new delivered Haſtings? 


Ester Lord Haſtings, 
Hef, Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 


Gf, As much vnto my Lord Chamberlaine: 
Well are you welcome to this open are, had 
How hatk your Lordſhip brookr 1 e?- 


Hef, Wnh patience(noble Lord)as pri — : 


But /ſhall live my Lord to gige them 


That were the cauſe of my impriſonment.” * 


Glo, No doubt. no N and fo ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your enerpies are his, 
And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haſt. More pittie that che Eagle ſhould —_— | 
While kites and buzars prey at * 

Gl, What ne wes abroad? 

Hal. No ne ves fo bad abroad, as this at home: 
The king is ſickly, weake and melancholy, 
And his Phiſitions feare him mightily. 

. — Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 

he hath kept an cual! diet long, 


Ha. He 
_ — and In ill follow you. Exi. lat. 
He cannot live [ malt not die 
Till George be with n 


more to Clarence, _ Wh 


of Richard the third. 
Wich lyes well ſterld with weightle argument, 
And if I fayle not in my deepei | i7- 
Clarence hath not another dq; to line 1 
Which done, God take K. d to bis mercy, 
And leaue the world for me to buſſell in: 
For then Ile marry Warwicks youngeſt daughten. 
What though I kild her hunband and her father, 
The readieſt way to make the wench amends, 
Is to become her husband and her father: | 
The which will I, not all ſo hach for loue, 5 
As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 
By marrying her which I muſt reach vnto: 
But yet I run before my horſe to market: 
Clarence ſtill breathes, Edward ſtill lives and raignes, 
Whenthey are gone, then mult I count my gaine: . Exit. 
Enter Laydy Anne, with the hear [e of Harry the 6. 
Lady Anne, Set downe, ſet dawne your honourable Lord, 
Ifhonour may be ſhrowded in a hearſe, | 
Whileſt Ia while obſequiouſly lament ; 
I be vntimely fall of verruous Lancaſter, 
Poore kci-cold figure ofa holy King, 
Pale aſhes of the houſe of Lancaſter, 
Thou bloodles remaant ef that royall blood, 
Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy ghoſt, 
To heare the lamentationt of poore Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy hered ſonne, 
Stabd by the ſelfeſame hands that made theſe holes: 
— K —— 
wre the hel e balme | es. 
Cd be the — made che farall holes, 
Curſt be the heart that had the heart to do it, 
=> Moredireful hap betide that hated wretch, - 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee: 
Then Icaa with to addery, ſpiders, toads, 
Or any creeping venomde thing that liucs. 
If euer he haue child, abrociu®be it, | 
Prodigeòus and vntimely brought to light: 
Whole vgly and vnnaturall aſpect 5 
May ght the hopefull mother at the viem. 


— 


1 f The Tragedie 
1 If everhe hane wife, let her be made 
i « Asmiſcrable by the death of him, ? 
1 A: lam made — Or 2. 
| Come now towards with your holy load 
T. ken frcm Paule: to be interred there: 
And ſtill as you are aweatie of the waight, 
Reſt you wlules 1 lament King Hennes coarſe, 
Emer Gloiter, 
G,Stay youthat bez e the cerſe, & ſet it down. 
LA. What blac ke magitian conm es vp this fiend 
To ſtop deuoted charnable deeds ? 
. Villaine, ſet downe the coarſe, or by S. Paul, 
lie make a coarſe of him that diſobey es. 
Gen. My L. ſtand bac ke and let the coffin paſſe. 
Cie. Vamanerd dog, ſtand thou when | command. 
Ad uance thy Halbert higher then my breſt, 
Or by Saint Paule lleſtnke thee to my foote, 
And ſpurne vpon thee beg ger for thy boldnes, 
Za, What do you — . 4 are you all afraid? 
Alas, I blame you not for you are mortall, 
And mortal! eyes cannot endure the diuel. 
Auant thou creadfull miniſter of hell, 
Thou hadſt bur power over his mortall bodie, 
| His ſoule thou canſt not haue, therefore be gone, 
1 ä Geo. Sweet Saint, for charitie, be not ſo cuiſt. 
9 L. Foule diuell, for Gods ſ. ke hence and trouble vs not, 
= ö For thouhaſt made the happy earth thy hell: 
FM. 5 Fild it with curſing ciyes, and deepe exclaimes, 
If thou delight to view thy hainous decds, 
| Behold this patt erne of thy butcheries, 
| Oh Gentlemen ſee, ſee dead Henries wounds, 
if a | Open their congeald mouths and bleed afreſh, 
Bluſh,bluſh, thou lumpe of foule deformitie, 
For tis thy preſcnce that exhales this blood 
From cold and emptie veynes where no blood dwels, 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, - 
Prouokes this deludge moſt vnnaturall. 
Oh God,which this blood madeft,revenge his death: 
Oh earth which this blood drinkſt,revenze his death: 
' Euberbcauco with lightning ſtrike the qurtheres dead, 


of Richard the third. 
Or earth gape open wide, and eate him 
As thou doeſt (wallow vp d debe. 
Which his Hel- gouernd IS 

Glo, Ladie, you knowhowles of — 
Which renders good for bad, bleſſiags for curſes, 

L. Villame, thou knowlt no law of God nor man: 
No beaſt ſo fierce, but knowes ſome touch of pittie. 
Cle. But I know none, and therefore am no beaſt. 

La. Oh wonderfull whendcwilstell the truth. 

Glo, More wonderfull when Angels are ſo angry. 
| Vouchlaſe dine perfection of a woman, 
Of theſe ſuppoſed euils to give me le aue, 
By cucumttance but to ac quite my ſelfe. 
La. Vouchſafe defuſed infection of a man, 
For theſe knowne euil> but to giue me leaue, 
By circumſtance to curſe thy curſed ſelfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leiſute to excuſe my ſelfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canſt make 
No excuſe currant, but to hang thy ſelfe. 

Gi, By ſuch diſpaite l ſhouid accuſe my ſelfe. 

La. And by diſpa ing ſhouidſt thou ſtand excuſde, 
Fot doing worthy vengeance on thy ſeife, 
Which diſt vn worthy Haug ahter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. 

La, Why then they ate not dead: 


But dead they are, aud diueliſh ſlaue by thee. my 


Gle, | did not kiil your husband. 

La, Why then he 1s alive, 

Gio. Nay, he is dead and ſlaine by Edwards hand, 

La, In thy fouie throat thou lyeſt. Qucene Margret ſaiv 
Thy bloodly faulchion ſm king in his blood, 

The which thou once didit bed againſt her br: ſt, 
But that thy brother beat aſide the poyut. 

Glo. L was prouoked by her ilaunderous tongue 
Which laid their guilt vpon my guiltleſſe ſhoulders, 
. Thou walt ptouoked by thy bloodie minde, 

Which neuer dreame on oughr hoy butcheries, 
 Didſtthounorkillthis ung, 6. I grantyec, 


—U— — , ꝙ ll — 


* theeto a better huiband. 


LUC 1 


| \£ Doclpammebedgrhogben Gol ru 5 N 


Oh he was gentle. milde and vertuous. 
9. The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him 
L. He is in heauen, where thou ſhalt neuer come. 
Glo. Let him thanke me that holpe to ſend hum thither, 


For he was fitter for that place then eai th. 


La. And thou vnfit ſor any place but hell. 

Glo, Les one place elſe, if ye wilthearc me name it. 

La. Some dungeon. G. Yow bed- chamber. 
I. Il reſt beude the chamber where thou lieſt. 

u. So will it Vadame, ull 1 he with you. 

La. lhope lo, 

C. I know ſo, but gentle Ladie Anne, 


To leave this kind incounter of our wits, 


And tall ſome u hat into a flower methode: 


I; not the cauſet of the timeleſſe death 

Of theſe Plantagencts, Henry and Edward, 

As blametull as the exccutioner ? 
L Thou art the cauſc,and moſt accurſt effect. 
G. Your beautie wasthe cauſe of that effc ct, 


' Your beautie which did haunt me in my ſleepes 


To vndertake the death of all the world, 
So I might reſt one home in y our ſacet boſome. 
L. Is thought that, I tel thee homicide, 
Tix nales ſhow'd rend that beautie from my cheekes, 
Gt. Theſe eies could neuer endure tweet beauties wrack, 
You ſhould not blemiſhthemif | ſtood by: 
As all the world is cheared by the Sunne, 


So l by that, it 1s my day. my life. 


Le, Black night ouerſhade thy day, and death thy life. 
4. Curſe = thy ſelfe faire creature thou art both. 
I noul iI were to be reuengde on thee. 
Glo. Itisa quarrell moſt vnnaturall, 
Tobe teuengd on hun that loueth you. 
La. Ic ia 2 _—_ wlt and reaſonable, . 
To be — him that ſlew ay husband. 
Gt. He that bereft thee Lady of thy + res 15 


L. 'His 


of Richard the third, 
L.. His better doth not breath vpoa the earch, 
G4. Go too, he lues that loues you bettet then he could. 
L. Name him Gi. Plantagenet. 
IL. Why what was he? | 
Gt. The felfe ſame name, but one of better nature. 
La. Where is het 
Glo. Heere. She fputeth as his. 
Why doeſt thou ſpit at mee ? ; 
La. Would it were mortall pay ſon for thy ſake. 
Glo. Neuer came poyſon from ſo ſweet a place. 
La. Neuer hung poy ſon on a fowler toade, 
Out of my ſight, thou doeſt infeR my cies. 
Gio, Thine cies ſweet Lady haue infected mine. = 
La. Would they were Baſiliskes to ſtrike thee dead. | — 
Gt, I would they were that I might die at once, 
For now they kill me with a liuing death. 
'T hoſe cies of thine, from mine haue drawne ſalt teares, 
Shamed their aſpect with ſtore of childiſh drops: 
I neuer ſued to friend nor enemie, © 
My tongue could neuer learne ſweete ſoothing words: 
But now thy beautie is propoſde my fee: 
My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeake. 
Teach not thy lips ſuch ſcorne, for they were made 
For leiſſing Lady, not for fuch contempe. 
If thy reuengefull heart cannot fot giue, 
Loe here I lend thee this ſharpe pointed ſword, * 
Which if thou pleaſe to hide in true this boſome, 
And let the ſoule forth that adorcth thee: 
I late it naked to the deadly ſtroke, 
And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. _ 
Nay, do not pawle,twas I that kild your hu: band, 
But twas thy beautie that prouoked me : 
. Nay no diſpatch, twas I that kuld king Henry, 
But ewas thy heaueuly face that ſer me on: Here ſbe lets fall 
T ake vp the ſword ageine, ot take vp me. the ſword, 
La. Ariſe diſembler,chough I wiſh thy death, 
I will not be the executioner. 
G/. Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will do it. 
La. I haue alteadie. 3 
MY B 2 Clo. 
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| | am) 95 7 where on the word, 
hat hand which for thy Love did kill thy loue, 
Shall for thy loue kill a farre truer loue: | 
To both their deaths thou ſhalt be acceſlarie, 
La. 1 would I knew thy heart. 
Gb, Ts figured in my tongue. 
Za. I feare me both are falſe. 
G. Then neuet man was true. 
La. Well, well, put vp your ſword, 
Go, Say then my peace is made. 
. That ſhail you know hereafter, 
Glo. BueI ſhall hue in hope, 
Za. Ali men l hope bue ſo. 
Gt, Vouchlafe to weare this ning. 
— — to que. - 3 
o/, Looke how this ring incompaſſeth i er, 
Euen ſo thy breaſt incloſcth my — — 152 
_ _ ofthem,for both of them are thine: 
And if thy poore ſuppliant may 
But be — — thy gracious hand, 
Thou doeſt confirme hu happineſle for euer: 
Za. Wat is it? | 
Gio. That it would pleaſe thee leaue theſe ſad deſignes, 
To him that hath more cauſe to be a moumner: 
And preſently repaire to Crosbie place, 
Where after I haue ſolemnely enterred 
At Chertſie Moneſtarie this noble King, 
And wet his graue with my repentant tear es, 
Iwill with all expedient duetie (ee you: 
For diners vaknowne reaſons, 1 beſeech you 
; Graunt me this boone. 
La, Wu all my heart, & much it ioyes me too. 
To ſee you are become ſo penitent: ä 
Treſſill and Bartley, go along with me. 
C. Bid me farewell. b 
La, Tis more then you deſerve: += 


But ſince youteach me how to ys 4 
Imagine I haue (ayd farewell already. 


blo. 


of Richard the third. 
Ch. Sirs, take vp the corſe, : 
Ser, Towards Chertſie noble Lord ? 3 
61. No: to White Fryerzthere attend my comming. 
Was euer woman in this humor woed? Exexne. A a G 
Was euer woman in this humour vonne ? | 
Ile haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 
What [ that kild her husband & her father, 
To take her in her hearts extreameſt heate 
Wich curſes in her mouth teares in her eyes, 
The bleeding witnelle of her hatred by: 
Hauing God, her conſcience, and theſe barres againſt mee, 
And I nothing to backe my ſute withall 
Butthe Plaine Divell and diſſe mbling lookes, 
And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah? 
Hath ſhe forgot alteadie that braue Prince y 
Edward, her Lord, whom I ſome three months fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxbury ? ; 
Alweticr and a louelier gentleman, 
Framd in the prodigalitie of nature : 
Yong, valiant, wiſe, and no doube right royall, 
The ſpacious world cannot againe affoord, 
And will ſhee y et debaſe her eyes on me, 
That cropt the golden prime of this ſmcere Prince. 
And made her niddow to a wofull bed: 
On me, hole al not equal: Edwards mony, 
On me that halt, and am vnſhapen thus? 
My Dukedome to a beggerly denicr, 
I do miſtake my perſon all this while, 
Vpon my life ſhe finds, although I cannot 
My ſelfe, to be a matuailous proper man, 
Ile be at charges for a Looking glaſle, 
Andentertaine ſonic ſcore or two of tailors 
To ſtudy faſhions to adore my body, 
Since l am crept in fauour with my ſelfe, 
I will maintaine it with a little coſt, 
But firſt Ile turne yon fellow in his graue, 
Aud then returne lamenting to my loue. 
Shine out faire ſunne, till I haue he a glaſſe, 
Thar I may (ce wy —_— 35 I paſſe. Exa, 
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Tne Tragedie 
Enter Ducene, Lord Riner: and Gray. 
Ki. Have patience Madame, ther's no doubt his maieſtie 
Wil ſoone recouer his accuſtomed health. + 
Gr. In that you brooke u ill, it makes him worſe, 
There fore for Gods ſake entertaine 200d comfort, 
And cheare hi grace vnth quicke and merry words. 
Au. If he were dead, what would betide of mc? 
Rs. No other harme but loſſe of ſuch a Lord. 
Dr. The luſſe of ſuch a Lord includes all harme. 
Grey, The heauens haue bleſt you with a goodly ſonne, 
Tobeyour comferter when be is gone. | 
Q Oh he i yong, and his minoritie 
Is put vnto the truſt of Rich. Gloceſter, 
A man that loues not me, not none of you. 
Rs, I: it concluded he ſhall be Protector? 
2s. It is determined, not concluded y et, 
But ſo it mult be if the king miſcarrie. Enter Buck, Derby. 
. Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Bac. Good time of day vnto your royall grace. * 
Der, God make your maieſtie ioyfull as you haue bene. 
2». The Counteſſe Richmond good my Lo. ol Darby 
To your good praiers will ſcarce ly ſay, Amen: 
Yet Narby, not withſtanding ſhees your wife, 
And loues not me, be you good Lord aſſurde 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 
Dar. I beſeech you either not belecue 
The enuious flaunders of her accalers, 
Or if ſhe be accuſde in true report, 
Beare with her weakneſſe, a hich I thinke proceeds 
From u ay ward ſickneſſe, aod no grounded malice. 
Ki. Saw you the king to day my Lord of Darbie ? 
Dar. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 
Came from viſitingꝑ his maĩeſtie. 
Qu. What like'thood of his amendment Lords? | 
Zac. Madame,good hope, his grace ſpeaketh cheartully, 
Qu. God grauart him beakeb, did you confer with him ? 
Bac. Madame we did: He deſires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Dake of Gloceſter and your brothers. 
And betwoa them, and my Lord. Chamberlaine, 


And 


ol Richard the third. : 
And ſent to warne them to his royall preſenee. - 
Au. Would all were well, ut that will neuer be, 
I feare our happineſſe is at the higheſt. Emer Glocefter; 
Cl. They do me wrong, and Iwill not endure ix. 
Who are they that complaines vnto the king 2 
Thu | ſorſooth am ſterne and loue them not: 
By holy Pas they loue his grace but lighely 
That fill his eares with ſuch diſcentious rumors: . 
Becauſe I cannot flatter and ſpeake faire, 
Smile in mens faces, ſmoot eine and cog, 
Ducke wich French nods, and — 
J muſt be held a rankerous enemie. 
Cannot a plaine man live and thiake no harme, 
But thus hi. ſimple truth malt be abuſde, 
By ſi ken ſlie inſinuating lackes? | 
Ri, To whominall this preſence ſpeakes your grace? 
Glo, To thee, that haſt nor honeſtie nor grace. 
When haue | imured thee, when done thee wrong, 
Or thee or thee, or a * faction — Me 
A plague vpon you al s royal | 
(Whom God preſeruc better then you would wiſh) 
Cannot be quiet ſcarce a ing while, 
But you mult trouble him with lewde complaints. 
Au. Brother of Gloceſter, you nuſtake the matter 
The king of his oe royall diſpoſition, 
And not prouokt by any ſuterelſe, 
Ay ming belike at your interiour , 
Which in your outward ations ſhewes it ſelfe,. 
Again(t my kinred,brother,and my ſelſe: 
Makes him to ſend, ĩhat thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill will, and to remoue it. 
Glo. I cannot tell, the world is growne ſo bad. 
That Wrens way prey where Eagles dare not pearch, 
Since euery Iacke became a gentleman , 
There's many a gentle perſon made 2 lacke. 
Au. Come, come, we know your meaning brother Glo, 
Youenuic mine aduancement and my friends, 
God graunt we neuet may haue need of you. 
C. Meane time, God grant that we haue needof 
20 2 \ ; 
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Ny rere diſgrac . 3 . . : 
2 content, whiltt many Aire promotions 
A re dayly giuen to enoble thale, ; 
That ſcarce ſome two dayes ſince were worth a noble, 
2e. By him that raiſde me to this careful height, 
From that contented hapw hich I enioyd, 
I never did incenſe his Maieſtie 
A gainſt the Duke of Clarence: bur haue beene 
An earneſt aduocate to pleade for lum. | 
My Lord, you do me l inturie, 


Falſely to dra me in theſe vile ſuſpects. 


Glo, Y ou may denie that you were not the cauſe, 


15 Of my Lord Haſtings late impriſonment, - 


Rer. She may my Lord. 
68. dhe may, L. — | 

- She may dve more ſir then denying that 
She may helpe vou to many fare preferments, 

Andthen denie ber ayding hand therein, 
And lay thofe honours on your high de ſerts. 

What may ſhe not?ſhe may, yea marrie may (he. 
XR. What marry may ſhe? | 

C. What marry may ſhet marry witha King 
A batcheler, a handſome ſtripling too. 

Iwis your Gtandam had aworſ-r match. 

Q. My L. of Gloceſter, I have too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings,and your bitter ſcoffes. 
By heaucn I will acquane his Maieſtie, 
Wich thoſe groſſe taunts 1 often haue enduted. 
I had rather be a countrey ſeruant mayd, 5 
Thena great Queene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, ſcorned, and baited at : Eurer 2s. 
Small ioy haue I in bein Fnglands Queen-. AMearerer. 

2. Mar. And leſaedbe thar{mall, I beſeech — 
Thy honour ſtate, and ſeate is due to me. 

6. What? threat you me with telling of the King 
Tell him and ſpare 5 looke what 1 674. 
I will auouch in preſence of the 

erg, 


Tu de ſprake,my poyner abc 


9. Mw 


ol Richard the thirtd. 
u. Aar. Out diuel, I temember them too well, 
Thou ſleweſt my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward my poore ſonne at Teuxburie. e 

Gi. Ere you were queene, yea or your husband king, 
I was a pack · horſe in his great affaires. 5 
A veeder out of his proud aduerſaries, 

A lber all rewarder of his friends: 
To royalize his blood I ſpile mine owne. - 
A2. Alar. L ea, and much better blood. then his or thine. 
G40. In all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Were factious for the houſe of Lancanſter: 
And Riucrs,ſo were you. Was not your husband 
In Margarets battale at Saint Albons ſlaine? 
Let me put in your mindes, if yours forget 
What you haue bene ere now, and what you are: 
Withall, what I haue bene, and what I am. 
A Mar. A murtherous villaine,and ſo ſtill thou art. 
Gie, Poore Clarence did forſake his father War wicke, 
Yea and forſwore himſelfe (which leſu pardon.) 
Au. Mar. Which God reuenge. 
Ju. To fight on Edwards partie for the croune, 
And for his meede (poote Lord) he is mewed vp: 
] would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 
Or Edwards ſoft and pittifull like mine, 
] am too childiſh fooliſh for this world. 

.A. Hie thee to hell for ſhame, and leave the world. 
Thou Cacodemon. there thy kingdome is. 

Rs, My Lord of Gloceſter in thoſe buſie daies, 
Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

We followed then our Lord, our la full King, 
So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our king. 

Gt, If I ſhould be: i had rather be a pedler, 
Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

. & As ale oy (my Lord) as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enioy, were y eu this countries king, 
As lut le ioy may you ſuppoſe in me, 

Thar I enioy being the Queene thereof. 

.2.A. A liile oy enioy es the Queene therof, 

For | am ſhe, and altogether * 1 5 
0 | can 
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I cannolonger hold me patieur, 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In ſharing out that which you have pild from me: 
Which of you trembles not that loolces on met 

If not, that I being Queene, you bow like ſubiects, 
Vet that byou depoſde, you quake like rebel: 


O gentle villaine, do not turne away, 


G. Foulę wrinkled witch, what makſt thou in my ſighi: 
2. A, But te petition of what thou haſt mard, | 
That will I make, before I let thee goe : 
A husband and a ſonne thou oweſt to me, 


And thou a kingdome, all of you alleageance: 


The ſorrow that I haue, by right is yours, 
And all the pleaſures you vſurpe,is mine. 
Glo, The curſe my noble father laid on thee, 
When thou didſt crowne his war like browes with paper, 
And with thy ſcorne drewſt rivers from his eyes, 
And then to drie them, gau ſt the Duke a clout, 
Steept in the bloud of prettie Rutland: 
His curſes then from biiterneſſe of ſoule, 
Denounſt againſt thee, are fallen vpon thee, 
And God. not we, hath plagude thy bloodie deed. 
2s. So iuſt is God to right the innocent. 
Ha. O twas the fouleſt deed to ſlay that babe, 
And the molt mercileſſe that euer was heard of. 
Rs. T yrani:hemſchues wept when it was reported. 
Dor/. No man but prophecied revenge for it. 
Bac. Northumberland then preſent, wept to ſee ir, 
Lu. Mar, What? were you ſinarling all before I came, 
Readic io catch each other hy the throat, 
And turne you now your hatred all on me 2 
Did Yorkes dread curſe preuaile fo much with heauen, 
That Hcnries death, my louely Edwards death, 
Theit kingdomes loſſe, my wofull baniſhment, 
Could all but anſwete for that peemſh brat ? 
Can curſes pierce the cloude , and enter heauen? 
Why then give way dull cloudes to my quicke curſes : 
If not by warre, by ſurfer die your king? 


Edward 


Fl 


of Richard the third. 
FJward thy ſonne, which now is Prince of Walcs, | | 9 
For Edward my ſon, which was Prince of Wales. j 
Die in his youth. by like vntimelq violences > | 
Thy felfe a Queene,for me that waz a Queene, 
Out live thy glorie,bke my wretched (cite : 
Long maiſt thou hue to waile thy childrens lolle, 
Aad ſee another, as I ſec thee now, 
Deckt in thy glorie, as thou art ſtald in mine: 
Long die thy happie daies before thy death, 
And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 
Die neither mother, wife, nor England. Queene, 
Rivers and Dorſer,you were ſtanders by, 
And (o was thou Lo. Haſtings,when my ſonne 
W as ſtabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 
That none of you may liue your naturall age, 
But by ſoine vnlookt accident cur off. 
G. Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
A. M. And leave our thee? ſtay dog, for thou ſhalt heat mg 
It heauen haue any greeuaus plague in ſtore, | 
Exceeding thoſe ihat I can wiſh vpon thee ; 
O let them keep it u thy ſinne?s be ripe, 
And then hut le downe their di nation | 
On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace 
The worme of contrience ſtill beenaw thy ſoule, 
Thy fricads (uſpett tor traytors whule thou liueſt, 
And take deep: traytors for thy deareſt friends. 
No ſleepe cloſe vp that deadly eye of thine, 
Valeſlc it be vhueſt ſome rormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a hell of vgly diuels. 
Thou eluiſſi markt, abortiue rooting hogs 
Thou that waſt ſeald in thy natiuitie 
The ſlaue of nature, and the ſonne of hell, 
Thou ſlaunder of thy mothers heauie wombe, 
Thou loathed iſſue of thy fathers loynes, 
Thou rag of honour, thou de teſted, &. 
GC. Margaret. * | | 
Dn, MM. Richard. G. Ha. 
2. MH. I call thee not, 
C. Then I cne thee mercie: for? had thoughe 
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Thou hadſt cald me all theſa biet name. 
Nu. Aar. Why ſo I dd. bus Jookr for no reply, 
O let me make the period tony curſe; ? 
Glo, Tis done by me and ends in Margaret, (ſelfe, 
2x, Thus haue you breathed your curſe againſt your 
©. . Poorepainted _ vaine flouriſh of my for- 
Why ſtrewſt thuu ſuger on that botled ſpider, (tune: 
Whole deadly web inſnareth thee aboutif | 
Foole, ſoole, thau a hetſt a knife to kill thy ſelſe. 
The time will come when thou ſhakk wiſh for me, 
To helpe thee curſe that poiſoned bunchbacke toade. 
Haſft. Falſe boading woman,ecnd thy frantike curſe, _. 
Leaſt to thy harme thou move our patience, 
2 M. Foule ſhame vpon you, you haue all mou d mine, 
Ri. Were you well ſeru d you would be taught your duty. 
A. Jo ſerue me well, you all ſhould do me dutie, 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my lubiects: 
O ſerue me well, and teach your [clues that dit e. 
Dor/. Diſpute not with hergſhe i» lunatique. 
2. 7. Peace maſter Marqueſle, you are malapert, 
Your fire - new ſtampe of honour is ſcarce curtant: 


O that your young nobilitie could iudge, 


What t were to looſe it and be nuſerable: 


They that ſtand high, haue many blaſts co ſhake them, 


And if they fall.chey daſhthemſclucsto pecce :, 
Glo, Good counſell marry, learne u, learne x Marques, 
Dorſ. It toucheth you (my Lord) as much as me. 


Cle. Les, and much more, but I was borne ſo high. 


Our aiery buildeth in the Czdars top, | 


And dallies with the winde, and ſcornes the ſunne. 


2. M. And rurnes the ſunne to ſnade, alas, alas, 
Wienes my ſonne, now in the ſhade of death, | 
wie brighe ourſhining beames,thy cloudie wrath, - - 
Hath in eternall — ſoulded vp: 

Your aicrie buildeth in our airies neaſt. 

OGod that ſeeſt it, do not ſuffer it: 

As it was wonne with bloud, loſt be it ſo, 
Buck, Hue done for if not for charitie, 
Au. Vrge neither charitie nor ſhame to me, 


VUnechs. 
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Vucharieably with me have you dealr, 


Aud in my ſhame (till line my ſortowes rage. 

oe Buckingham, will kſl ona 
2. Mar. O princely i | ule | 

F thee: thy 

Now faire befall thee,and thy princely houſe, 

Thy garments are not ſpotted with our blogd, 

Nor thou within the compaſſe of my curſe. 

Buck, Not no one here, for curſes neuer paſſe 

T he lips of thoſe that breath them in the ayre. 
Q. . Ile not belecue but 5 aſcend he sSkie, 

And there awake Gods ge ceping peace. „ 

O Buckingham beware TR 5 wo 

Locke when he fawnesghe bites, & when he bites, 

Hu venome tooth will cankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with hum, beware of him: 

Sinne, death, & hell haue ſer their marks on him, 

And all their miniſters attend on him. 

Glo, What doth ſhe ſay my Lo: of Buckingham? 
Buck. Nothing that | teſpect my gracious Lord, | 
Mar. What doeſt thou{corne me for my gentle coun- 

And ſeothe the duell that I warne thee from? (ell, 

O but remember this an c ther day, g 

When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow, 

And ſay poote Margaret was a propheteſſe: 

Liue cach of you the ſubiects of his hate, 

And he to you, and all of you to Gods. Fxt, 
Haſt, My haire doth ſtand on end to heare ber curſes. 
Rin, And ſodoth mme, I wonder ſhees at libertie. 

Glo, I cannot blame het by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had too much * — I repent | 

My part thereof that l hade done. 

-2s, I never did her any to wy knowledge. 
Glo, Bur you haue all the vantage of this wrong. 

I was too hot to do ſome body good, 

— aG bene | 

Marry as for Clarence, he is w _ | 

4 ; 2 5 He 
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els frnkt vp to farting for has paines, 
God pardon them that are the caule of it. 
R. A vertuous and a 
To pray for them that haue done ſcathe to vs. 
1. So do l euer being well aduilde, 
For had | cuiſt, now I had cuſt my ſelſe. 
Catſ. Madame his maicſtie doth call for you, | 
And for your noble Grace: and you my noble Lord. 
A. Catsby,we come, Lords will you go with vs. 
N.. Madame, me will attend your Grace. Exenant. me.Clo, 
Ci. I do the wrong, and firſt began to braule, 
The ſectet miſchiefe that I ſet abroach, 
I lay vnto the greeuous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom | indeede haue laid in datkeneſſe: 
Ido bed eepe to many ſimple gu s: 
Nmely to Haſtings, Datby, Buckinham, 
And ſay it is the Queene, and her allies 
T hat ſtitte the K. againſt the Duke my brothet. 
Now they belceue me, and withall het me 
To bo reuengd on Rivers, Vaghan, Gray. 


But then ſigh, and with a piece of 


» 
Tell them that God bids vs do good foreuilt 
And thus I cloath my naked villanie 
Wuhold od ends, ſtolne out of holy writs 
And ſeeme a Saint, when molt I glay the Diuell. ; 
n (oft heere comes my executionets. Eater Execationert, 
now, my hardy ſtout reſolued mates, 
Are ye now going to diſpacth this deed t : 
Exe. We are my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, | 
That we may be admitted where he is. 
Ge. It was well thougbt vpon, I haue it heare about me. 
When you haue done, re paite to Crosbie place: 
But ſirs, he ſudden inthe execution: 
Withall, obdutate: do not heare him pleade, 
For Clarence is well ſpolcen, and — | 
May moue your hearts to pittie if you mark him, 
Exe. Tuſh, feate not, my L. we will not ſtand to pratey 
T alkers are no good doers be aſſured: 
We come to vic our hands and not our tongues, 
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, of Richardthe third, 
Clo, Your eies drop milſtones,when ſooles eics drop tears; 
I like you Lads, about your bulineſfe.. — 
Suier Clarence, 2 
Fro. Why lookes your Grace ſo hesuily to dayt 
Ca. Oh, I haue paſt a miſerable night, | | 
So full of vgly lights, of gaſtly dreames, . 
That as I ara Chriſtian faithfull man, He 
I would not ſpend another ſuch anighe, 
Though t'were to buy a world of happiedayes, 
So full ofdiſmallterror was the time. 
Bro. What was your dreame? Ilong to heare you tell it. 
Cla. Me thoughts I was imbarke for ie, 
And in my company my brother Gloceſter, 
Who from my cabbin tempted me to wake 
V pon the hatches, thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vp a thouſand fearefull times, | 
During che warres of Yorke and Lancaſter, | 
That had befallen vs: as we paſt alon 
V pon the giddy footing of the H , 
Me thought that Gloſter ſtowbled,and in ſtumbling 
Stroke me (that thought to ſtay him) ouer-board, 
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. - 
Lord, Lord,me thought what paine it was to drewne, 
| Whatdreadfull aoyſe of waters in mine eares, 
What vgly fighes of death within mine eyes: 
Me thought Law a thouſand fearefull wricks, 
Ten thauſand mc u that filhes gnawed vpon, 
Wedges of gold, great Anchors;heapes of pearle, 
Toeſtimable ſtones, vova'ucd iewels, 
Some lay in dead mens ſculs, and in thaſe holes 
Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 
As twere in ſcorne of eyes refl: Qing gems, 
Which woed the ſumie bottom of the deepe, 
And mockt the dead bones that lay ſcattered by, 
Bro. Mad you ſuch leaſure in the time of death, 
| To gaze vpon the ſecrets of the deepe ? 
Cla.Me thought I had: for ſtil the enmom flood 
Kept in my ſoulo, and would not let it foorrh, 
. TJokeepe the emptie vall and wandring ayre, 


But 


But ſmothered i . * x. oe 
| Nalin pong 
Which almoſt barſt to be lch it in the ſes. 
Brok, Awakt you not wich this ſore agonie ? 
Car, O no, my dreawe was — after life, 
O chen began the tempeſt to my ſoule, | 
Who paſt (me thought) the melancholy floud, 
With that grim fertiman which Poets write of, 
Vato the kingdome of perpetuall nighe: 
The firſt that there did greete my ſtranger ſot e, 
Wa my great father in law,renowmed Warwick, 
Who cned aloud, what ſcourge for periurie 
Can this darke monarchie afford falſe Clarence: 
And ſo he vaniſhe:thea came wandring by, 
A ſhadowlike an Angell,in bright haire, 
Dabledin bloud,and hs {queake out aloud, 
Clarence is come, ſalſe, fleeting, periurd Clarence, 
That ſtabd me in the field by Teuxburie: 
Seaze on him furies,take him to your torments, 
With that me thought a legion of foule fiends 
Enuironed me about, and howled in mine eares, 
Such hidious cties, that with the very noiſe, 
Ierembling, wakt, and for a ſeaſon after, 
Could not be le eue but that I was in hell, 
Such terrible impreſſion made the dreame. 
FVro. No maruell my Lo.) though it affrighted you, 
I promiſe you, I am afraid to beare you tell it. 
Ca. O Brokenburie, I haue done thoſe things, 
Which now beare euidence againſt my ſoule, 
For Edwards ſake, and ſee how he requites me. 
I pray thee gentle keeper ſtay by me, 
Ny ſoule is heauie, and I faine would ſleepe. 
Brot. Iwill (my Lord) God giue your Grace good reft, 
Sorrow breakes ſeaſons, and repoling howers 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetide night. 
Princes haue but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toy le: 
And for vnſelt imagination, 
They oſten feele a world of reſtleſſe cares: 5 
So that bet wirt your titles, and lowe names, 
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re's nothing differs but the outward fame, 
The murtherers enter, © 
In Gods name what are you and how came you hither? 
Exe. I would ſpeake with Clarence, and I came hither on 
Bro. Yea, are ye ſo briefe: (my legs. 
2.Exe. O fir, it is better be briefe then tedious, © 
Shew him our commiſſiot talke no more. H readeth a 
Bro. I amin this commanded to deſiuer r 
The noble Duke of Clarence to j our hands. 
I will not reaſon whatis meant thereby, 
Becauſe I will be guiltleſſe of the meani 
Heere are the keyes there fits the Duke a fleepe: 
Ile to his Maieſtie and certific his Grace, 
That thus I haue reſignd my place to you. 
Exe, Doo, it una point of Wiſedome. FT HT 
2. What ſhall we ſtab him as he fleepes? { 
1 No. then he will ſlay twas done cowardly — | 
When he wakes. 
. 
Why foo Ineuer wake t iu * 
1 Why then ———ů—ů F 
2 The vrging ofthat word iudgement, — | 


A kinde of remorſe in me. "; 
I What, art thou afraid: i 
2 Not co kill him ————— to be damd 


For killing him, from which no warrant can defend vs, 
1 Backe tothe Duke of Gloſter, tell him ſo. 
2 I pray thee (tay awhile, I hope my holy humour wil] 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would tell xx 
12 dooſt thou feele thy ſeife now? (in me. 
2 Faith ſome certaine dreg: of conſcience are yet with- 
1 Remember our reward when the deed is done. | 
' 2 Zoundshedies, | had forgot the reward. 
1 Where is thy conſcience now ? 
2 In the Duke of Gloſters purſe. 
<7 So when he opens hu purſe to gue vs our reward, 
Thy conſcience flyes out. 
2 Let it go, ther's few or none will entertaine it, 


I How ir come to thee - a _ 
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2 Ile not meddle wich it, it is a dangerous thing, 
It makesa man a coward. A man cannot ſteale, 
But i accuſeth him, he cannot ſteale but it checks him: 
He cannot lie with his neighbrs wife but it detect: 
Him. It is abluſhing ſh amefaſt ſpirit that mutinie: 
In a mans boſome: it fils one full of obſtacles, | 
It made me once teſtore a piece of gold that I found, 
Ir beggers any man that kcepes it: it is rurnd our of all 
Towncs and Cities for a dangerous thing, and cuery 
Nao that meanes to live well, endeuoursto truſt 
To himſelfe, and to liue without it. | 
1 Zounds, it is euen now at my elbow perſwading me 
Not to kill the Duke, | 
2 Take the dcwll in thy minde, and beleene him not. 
He ou d inſinuate aith thee to make thee ſigh, 
1 Tut, | am ſtrong in fraud, he cannot prevaile with me, 
]warrane thee. - | 
2 Spoke like a tall fellow that reſpeQs his reputation, 
Come (hall we to this g eare? | 
I Take him over the coltard with the hilts of my ſwrord, 
And then we mill chop bim in the Malm{cy-butin the next 
2 Oh, excellent deuice, make aſcoope of him. (roome. 
1 Harke, he ſtirs, ſhall I irike? 
2 No, fuſt lets reaſon with him. Cla. ewaketh, 
CA. Where art thou Keeper, giue meacupof wine, 
1 You thall have wine enough, my Lo. non. -1 
Cla. In Gods name, what art thou? 
2 A man,as you are. 
Ca. But not as1 am, rovall.. 
2 Nor you as we ate, loyall. 
CA Thy voycens thuoder, but thy lookes are humble, 
2 Ny voyce is no the kings, my lockes mine owne, 
. Ca, Ho: darkely and how deadly dooſt thou ſpake? 
Tell me ho are you? w hcretore come you hither 2 
Am, T 0,to, to. | ; 
CA. To murther me? Am. J. 
(7. Youſcarcely haue the hearts to tell me ſo, 
And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 
Wherein my friends haue / offended you: 
i 1 Off:nd 
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1 Offended vs you haue not, but the King. 
CI. I ſhall be reconcild to him againe, 
2 Neuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 
Cl. Are you cald forth from out a world of men 
To ſlay the innocent what is my offence? 
Where are the euidence to accuſe me? 
What lawfull queſt haue giuen their verdict vp 
Vato the frowning indge, or who pronounſt 
The bitter ſentence of poore Clarence death, 
Before / be conuict by courſe of law? 
To threaten me with death is moſt vnlawfull : 
I charge you as you to haue redemption, 
By Chriſtsdeareb ſhed for our grecuous fins 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 
The deede you vndertake is damnable. 

' I What we will do, we do vpon command. 
2 And he that hath commanded is the ki 
Ca, Erronious Vaſllaile,the great King of Kings, 

Hath in his Tables of his Law commanded, | 
That thou ſhalt do no murther, and wilt thou 
Spurne at his edict, and fulfill a mans? 
Take hee de, for he holds vengeance in his hands, 
To hurle vpou their heads that breake lus Law. 

2 And that ſame vengeance doth he throw on theo: 
For falſe fo: {wearing and for muder too : - 
Thou didſt receme the holy Sacrament 
To fight in quarrel of the houſe of Lancaſter, 

1 And like atraitor to the name of God, 
Didſt breake that vow and with thy trecherous blade, 
Varipſt the bowels of thy ſoueraignes ſonne. 

2 Whom thou were ſworne to cheriſh and defend. 

I How canſt thou vrge Gods dreadfull law to vs, 
When thou haſt broke it in ſo deare degree : 

Cle, Alas, for whoſe ſake did I that ill dend? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his ſake : 
Why firs, he ſends ye not to murder me for this, 


* 


For in this ſinne he in as deepe as I. 


A God will be reuenged for this deede,, : 
Take not the qua n erfull arme. 
1 > 2 


wy, 
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He necdi no indirect not lawfull courſe, 
To cut off thoſe that haue offended him. | 
1 Whomwethee then a bloody miniſter, 
When gallant ſpring, btaue Plantagenet, 5 
That Princely Nouice was ſtrooke dead by thee? 
C12, My brothers loue,the Deuill, and my rage. 
1 Thy brothers loue, the deuill,and thy fault, 
H: ue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 
Ca, Oh, if you loue my brother, hate not me, 
I am his brother, and I loue him well: 8 
If you be hirde for need, go backe ag ine. 
And I will ſend you to my brother Gloceſter, 
Who will reward you better for my liſe, 
Then Edward will for tydings of my death. | 
2 You are deceiu d your brocher Gloceſter hates you. 
Ca. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me deate, 
Go you to him from me. | 
Am. I. ſo we will. | 
Ca. Tell him,when that our Princely father Yorke, 
Bleſt his three ſonnes with his vitorious arme: 
And chargd v. from his ſoule to loue each other, 
He lit le thought of this diuided friendſhip. 
Bid Gloceſter thinke of thus and he will weepe. 
em, |, milſtones, as he leſſond vs to weepe. 
Ca. O, do not ſlander him for he is kinde, 
1 Right, as ſnow in harveſt, thou deceiuſt thy ſelfe, 
Tis he that ſent vs hither now to murder thee, 
Cla-It cannot be: ſor when | parted with him, 
He hugd me in his armes, and ſwore with ſobs, 
I hat he would labour my deliuerie. 
'2:Why ſo he doth, now he deliuers thee 


| by 2 From this worlds thraldome: to the toyes of heauen. 


1 Make peace with God,for you muſt die my Lord. 
Ca, Haſt thou that holy feeling in thy ſoule, 
To counſell me to make my peace with God, 
And art thou yet to thy owne ſoule ſo blind, 


* | - Thatthoaniltwar with God for murdering me? 


Ah ſie, conſider he that ſet you on 
To do this deede, will hate you for this deede. 


\ 3 What 


of Richard the third, 
2 What ſhall we do? 
Cle. Relent and ſaue your ſoules. 
I Relent, tis cowardly and womanith. | 
Cu. Not to relent, is beaſtly,ſauage,and dluelliſli. 
My friend, ſpie ſome pirrie in thy looke:: 
Oh if thy eye be not a flatterer, a 
Come thou on my fide and entreate for me: 
A begging Prince, what begger pitties not? 
1 I thus, and thus: if this will not ſerue, He tabs him. 
Ile chop thee in the malmeſey But in the next roome. 
2 A bloudie deed, and deſperately performd, 
How faine like Pilate would 1 waſh my hand, 
Of this moſt grieuou: guiltie murder done. 
1 Why doeſt thou not he pe me ? 
By heauens the Duke ſhall know bow ſlacke thou art. 
2 [ would he knew that I had ſaued his brother, 
Take thou the fee,and tell him what I ſay, _ _ 
For I repent me that the Duke is ſlaine. Ext, 
I So do not I, goe coward as thou art: 
Now muſt 1 hide his body in ſome hole, 
Vntill the Duke take order for his buriall : 
And when I haue my meed I muſt away, 
For this will out, and here I muſt nor ſtay. Exennt. 
Enter King, Ducene, Haſtings, Riners,C5c. 
King. So, now I haue done a good dayes worke, 
You peeres continue this vnited league, 
I eucry day expect an Embaſſage 
From my Redeemer, to tedeeme me hence: 
And now in peace my ſoule ſhall part to heauen, 
Since I haue et my friends at peace on earth: 
Riuers and Haſtings, take each others hand, 
Diſſemble not your hatred, ſweare your loue. N 5 
Ri. By heauen my heart is purgd from ing hate, 
And with my hand I ſeale my — — 8 


Haſt. So thriue Ias I ſweare the like. „ 
King. Take heed you dally not before your king, &.. 
Leaſt be thetixthe ſapreme Kingof Kings | oP 
Confound your hidden falſhood,and award OE IR 


Euher of youto be the others end. . 
3 Ha. 
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H. So proſper I,as I ſweare perfect loue: 
t Rin, And I, as I loue Haſtings with my heart. 
* Kin, NMladam, your ſelſe are not exempt in this, 
Nor your ſonne Dorſet, Buckingham, nor you, 
You haue bene ſactious one the other: 
Wie, loue Lord Haſtings,let him kiſſe your hand, 
And what you do, do it vnfainedly: - 
Qu. Here Haſlings,I wil neuer more remember 
Out former hat red, ſo thrue I and mine. 
Dor, Thus enterchange of loue, I here proteſt, 
Vpon my part ſhall be vnmolable. 
Ha. And ſo ſweate I my Lord. 
Amn. Now princely Buckingham ſcale thou this league, 
With thy embracements to my wiues allies, 
And make me happie in;your vnitie. 
Buc, When euet Buckingham doth turne his hate 
Ou you, or yaurs,bur with all dutious loue 
Doth cheriſli you and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate, in thoſe where I expe molt loue, 
M hen haue molt need to imploy a friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he is a friend, 
Deepe, hollow, trecherous, and full of guile 
Be he vnto me. This do | begge of God, 
When I am cold in zeale to you or yours. 
Km, A pleaſing cordiall princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy vowe vnto my ſickly heart : 
T here wanteth now our brother Gloſter here, 
To make the perfect period of this peace. 
Emer Gleoceſter. | 
Bac. And in good time, here comes the noble Duke. 
Glo, Oood morrow to my ſoueraigne king and queene, 
And ptincely peeres, a happie time of day. 
Xin. Happie indeed, as we haue ſpent the day: 
Brother, we haue done deeds of charitic : 
Made peace of enmitie, faire loue of hate, 
Bet wenne theſe ſwelling wrong incenſed Peeres. 
G A bleſſed labour molt ſoueraigne liege, 
Amongſt this prinecly heape, if any here 5 
By falſe intelligence, ot wrong ſurmile, 


. : of Richard the third, 
Hold mea ſoe, if I vnwitingly, or in my rage, 
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this preſence, I defire 
Toreconcile me to his friendly peace, 
T's death to me to be at enmitie. 
I hate it, and deſire all good mens loue. 
Firſt Madame, I intreat peace of you, 
Which I will purchaſe with my dutious ſeruice. 
Of you my noble couſen Buckingham, 
If euer any grudge were lodg d betweene vs. 
Of you Lord Riuers, and Lord Gray of you, 
That all without deſert haue frownd on me, 
Dukes, Earles,Lords,gentlemen,in deed of all: 
I do not know that Engh(h man alive, 
With whom my ſoule is any iotte at oddes, 
More then the infant that is borne to night: 
I thanke my God for my humilit ie. 
. 2%. A holy day ſhall this be kept hereafter, 
I would to God all ſtrifes were well compounded, 
My ſoueraigne liege I ds beſcech your waieſlie 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 
Gt, Why Madame, haue J offred loue for this, 
To be thus (corned in this royall preſence ? 
Who knewei not that che noble Duke is dead? 
You do him iniury to ſcorne his courſe, bet. 
Ri. Who knowes not he is deade who knowes he ia? 
s. All ſeeing heauen,whata world is this ? 
Bac. Loole I ſo pale Lord Dorſer as the reſt ? 
Dor. I my good Lord, and no one in this preſence, 
But his red colour hath forſooke his cheekes, © 
Kin, Is Clarence dead. the order was reueiſt. 
G. Bui he (povre ſoule) by your firſt order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did beare, 
Some tardie eripple bore the countermaund, 
That came too ſagge to ſee him buried: 
God graunt that tome leſſe noble, and leſſe loyall, 
Nearer in bloudie thouzhti, but not in bloud: 
Deſerve not worſe then wretched Clarence did, | 
And yet goe currant from ſuſpition. * 
8 2 | 47. 
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Der. A boone (my — — 
Nix. I pray thee peace, my ſoule is full of ſorrow. 
Dar. Ia ill not riſe vnleſſe your hig hneſſe graunt. 
Kin. Then ſpeake at once, bat is it thou demaundſt 
The forfeit (ſoueraigne) of my ſeruants life, 
Who ſle to day a ryotous gentleman, 
Latcly attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. 
Ku. Hue la tongue to doome my brothers death, 
And (ha!l the ame giue pardon to a ſlaue? 
My brother ſlew no man, hu fault was thought, 
And yet his puniſhment was cruell death, 
Who ſued to me for him ? ho in my rage, a 
Kneeld at my feete, and bad me be aquiſde? 
Who ſpake of brotherhood? who of loue? 
Who told me how the poore ſoule dd forſake 
The mightie Warwicke,and did fig ht for me t 
Who told me in the field by Teuxburie, 
When Oxfard had me dow ne, he reſcued me, 
And ſad, deare brother, liue and be a king : 
Who told me when we both lay inthe fic ld, 
Frozen almoſt to death, how he did me. 
Euen in his one garments, and gave him 
All thin and naked to the numb cold nighet 
All this from my remembrance brutiſh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt, and not a man of you Th 
Had ſo much grace to put it in my minde. 
But when your carters,or your waighting vallgles 
Haue done a drunken ſlaughter, and defalte 
The precious Image of our deare Redeemer, 
Youſtraighy arc on your knees for pardon, pardon, 
And I vniuſtly too, muſt graunt it you: 
But for my brother, not a malt would ſpeake, 
Nor I(vngraciou ſpeake vnto my ſelfe, 
For him, poore ſoule: The proudeſt of you all 
H: ue bene beholding to him in his life, 
Yer none of you would once plead for his life: 
Oh God, I feare thy iuſtice will take holde 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this, (Exit. 
Come Haſtings, helpe me to my cloſet, oh poore Clarence. 
* 


N 


of Richard the third, | 
9g. This is the fruite of raummes: markt you not 
How that the gwiltic kindredof the Queene, 
Looke pale when they did heate of Clarence death. 
Oh they did vrge it ſtill vnto the King, 
God will reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Fu. 
Enter Dautches of Tori with Clarenee children. 
Boy. Tell me good Gtanam, is our father dead? 
Det. No boy. (breafte 
BVB. Why do you wning your hands and beat your 
And crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy ſonne ? 
' Gwrle, Why do you looke on vs and ſhake your heade 
And call vs wretches,Orphanes, caſtawayes, 
If that our noble father be aliue? 
Dur. My prettie Coſens, you miſtake! me much, 
Ido —— the ſickneſſe of the 
As loath to looſe him, not your fat ducks 
It were loſt labour to weepe for one that's loſt. 
Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 
The King my Vnclets too blame for this: 
God will rcuenge it, whom I will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effect. 
Dat. Peace childcen peace, the King doth loue you well, 
Incapable andſhallow innocents, 
You cannot geſſe who cauſde your fathers det. 
Boy. Granam, we can: for my good Vncle Gloceſter 
Told me, the King — che — 
Deuiſ d —— to 
And when he told me ſo he 
And hugd me in his armezand kindly kiſt my cheeke, 
And bad me rele on him as on my father, 
And he wold loue me dearely as his chulde. 
Dat. Oh chat deccit ſhould ſteale ſuch gentle ſhapes, 
And with a vcrtyous vizard hide foule guile, 
He is my ſonne, yea, and therein my ſhame : 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
Boy. Thinke you my V ncle did diflemble, Granam? 
Der. | Boy. 
Zey. I cangotthirake iharke, what notſe this | 


Emer 
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Ine Iragedie 
Emer the Ducene. 
. Wh who ſhall hinder me to waile and weepe ? 

T3. my fortune, aud torment my ſelſe? 
He ioy ne with blacke diſpaire aganſt my ſoule, 
And to my ſelfe become an enemie. . 
Da. What meanes this ſceane of rude impatience? 

A. To make an act of tragicke violence. | 
Edward. my Lord, yous ſonne our king is dead. 
Why grow the branches, now the roote is withred? - 
Why wuber not the leaues, the ſap being gone ?: 
If you will live,}ament : if die, be briefe 
That our (wife winged ſoules may catch the kings, 
Or like obedient ſubicts, follow him 
+ To his new kingdome of DG 

Dar. Ah ſo much intereſt Inn thy ſorrow, 

As I had title in thy noble husband: _ 
I have bewept a worthy husbands death, 
And he d by looking on his images, | 
But now two mirrors of his princely ſemblance, 
Are crackt in peeces by malignant death: 
And | for comfort haue but one falſe glaſſe. 
Which grceues me when l ſce my ſhame in him. 
Thou art a don, yet thou art a mother, 
And haſt the comfort of thy children left thee : 
But death hath ſnarche my children from mine armes, 
And plucki two crutches from my feeble lunes, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh what cauſe haue L 
Then, being bur mottic of my griefe,. 
Toe ouergo thy plaints and drowne thy erics ? 

Boz. Good Aunt, you wept not for om farhersdeath, 
How can we aide you with our kindreds test es? 

Gerl. Our fatherleſſe diſtteſſe was left vnmoand, 
Your widowes dolours likewiſe be vnwept. 

Au. Giuc me no helpe in lamentation, 
] am not barten tobring forth laments. 
All ſprings reduce their currents to mine eies, 
That I being gouernd by the watry moane, 
May ſend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world: 
Oh for my husband. tor wy heire Lo. Edward. 
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| of Richard the third. 

Ambo, Oh for our father, ſor our deare Lo. Clarence. 

Dat. Alas ſor both, bot li mine Edward and Clarence. 

x. What ſtaie had | bur Edward,and he is gone? 

ere. What ſtais had we bur Clarence, and he is gone? 

Dar. Wher ſtaies had I bur tbey, and they are gone? 

2. Was neuer widow,had fo deare a loſſe. : 

A. Was euer Orphanes had a deaxer loſſe : 

Dat. Was euer mother had a dearer loſſe : 

Alas, I am the mother of theſe mones, 

Their woes are parceld, mine are generall - 

She for Edward weepes,and ſo do l: 

I for a Clarence weepe, ſo doth nor ſhe : 

Theſe babes for Clarence weepe,and ſo do I: 

Lfor an Edward weepe, and fo do they. 

Alas, you three on me threefold diſtreſt. 

Powre all your tcares, I am your ſorrowes nurſe, 

And I will pamper it wich lamentations. Enter Glofter, 
Gl Madam haue comfort, all of vs haue cauſs wb others. 

To waile the dimming of our ſhining ſtarre: 

Bar none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother, | do cry you mercie, 

I did not fee your grace, humbly on my knee 

Icraue your blelliag, 5 

Dur. God bleſſe thee, and put meeknes in thy minde, 
Loue, charitie, obedience, and true dutie. 

Ga, Amen, and make me die a good old man. 

Thats the butt end of my in Bleſſing: 
I — why her grace did 4 out? 

Buck, Lou cloudy princes, and hart ſorro wing peeres, 
That beare this — load of moane, a 
Now cheare each other, in each others loue : 

Though we haue ſpent our harueſt for this king, 

We are tareape the harueſt of his ſonne -* 

The broken rancour of your high ſwolne hearts, 

But lately ſplinte d, knit, and ioynd together, 

Muſt great ly be preſetu d. cheriſht, and kept. 

Me ſeemeth good that with ſome little traine, 

Forthwich from Ludlow the yong prince be fetela 

Hither to London, to be crowndour king. _ 


The) Tragedie 
. Then be it ſs: and go we to determine | 
 Whothey ſhall be that She ſhall poſt to Ludlow. 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go, 
To giue your enſures in thus waightie buſineſſe. 
A. Wich all out heart. — manet Glo,Buck. 
Buck, My Lord, ho euer iouroeyes to the Prince? 
For Gods fake let not vs two be behiade : | 
For by the way lle ſort occaſion, 
As index to the ſtorie we lately ta kt off, 
To part the Queenes proude kindred fromthe King. 
Glo, L. My other ſelfe, my counſels conſiſtorie. 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my deare Colcn: 
Flike a childe will go by thy direction: 
Towards Ludlow then, for we will not ſtay behinde, xv. 
Emer two Cuttzens, 
1 Cie. Neighbour well met, whither away ſo faſt? 
2 (u. I promiſe you, | ſcarcely know my ſelfe. 
I Heare you the newes abroad ? 
2 Ichat the King is dead. | 
1 Bad newes birlady, ſeldome comes the better, 
I feare;] feare, till prooue a troubleſorne world. Enter 4- 
3 Ci. Good morrow neighbours, mother Cut, | 
Doth this newes hold of 200d King: Edwards death? J. 
1 It doth. 3 Then malters looke to ſec a troublous world 
1 No, no, by Gods grace h ſonne ſhall! taigne. 
3 Wo to that land thats gouernd by a chide. 
2 In him there is a hope of gouernment, 
That in hi; nonage, counſell vnder him, 
And in his full and ripened yeeres himſelfe, 
No doubt ſhall then. and til! then gouerne well. 
I So ſtood the ſtate when Harty the ſixt 
Was crownd at Paris, but at nine moneths olde. 
3 Stood the ſtate ſoꝰ no good my 1 not (a, 
For then this land was famouſly enricht 
With politike graue counſell: then the King 
Had vertuou: Vak. to protect hu Qurace. 
2 So hath this, both by the farher and mother, 
3 Better it were they all came by the father, 
Ot bv the father chere were none at all 


bod, Richardthe third. 

For emulation now, who ſhall be neareſt, 
Which touch vs all roo neare if God prevent not. 
Oh full of danger is the Duke of Gloceſter, 
And the Queenes kindred hautie and proude, 
And were they to berulde,and nor to rule, 
This ſickly land miglu ſolace as before, | 

2 Come, come, we feare the wootſt, all ſhall be well. 

3 When clou ls appeare, wiſe men put on their cloakes. 

When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand ; 
When the ſun ſets, a ho doth not looke for night? 
Vntimely ſtormes make men expect adearth : 
All may be well: but if God ſott it fo, © 
T is more then we deſerve or I ct. 

1 Truely the ſoules of men are full of dread: 


Ye cannot almeſt reaſon with a man 


That looke not heauily and full of feare, 
3 Be tote the times of change. ſtill is it fo : 
By a diuine inſtinct _ mindes 1 
nſui ers, as by prooſe we lee, 
— — boy ſtrous ſtorme: 
Bur leaue it all co God: whither away? 
2 We arc ſem for to the Juſtice. | 
3 And fo was I, Ile beate you companie. Exeun, 
Enter Cardinal, Dutches of Yorke, Qu. youg Torke. 
(> Laſt nighr l heard they lay at Northhampton, 
At Stoniſtrattord will they be to nig, | 
To morrow or next day they will be here, 
Dur. I long with all my heart to ſee the Ptince, 
I bope he is much growen ſince laſt I ſa him, 
Qu. but | heare no, they ſay my ſonne of York 
Hach alm ſt ouertane him in his growth. 
Tor. I mother, but I would not haue it ſo. 
Dar. Why my yong Couſin it is good to grow. 
Tor. Granam, one night as we did ſit at ſupper, 
My Vac'e Rivers talkt how I did grow 
NMiore then my broth 


th my Vncle Clo. 
Small hearbs hʒue gt. great weeds grow apace: 
Aud ſince me thinkes I would not grow fo Kl, | 
Becauſe lweete flowers are dead weedes make haſte. 
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; TheTragedie 
Ont, Good faith, good faith: the ſaying did not bold, 

In him that did obiet᷑t the ſame to thee: - 
He was the wretchedft thing when he was Yong, 
Solong a growing and ſo lcalurely, | 
That if this were a rule, he ſhould be gracious. 

C. Why Madame, ſo no doubt he u.: 

Daz. | hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth it I had beene remembred, 
I could haue given my Vncles Grace a flout, (mine. 


IT hat ſhould haue neerer tuucht his growth then he dd 
Dut. How my prettie Yorke t I pray thee let mee heare it. 


Tor, Marry they ſay, that my Vncle grew ſo faſt, 
That he could gnaw acrult at two houres hold : 
Twas ful two yeeres ere I could get a tooth. 
Granam this would haue beene a prettie ĩeſt. 

Dus. I pray thee prettie Yorke,who told thee ſo: 

Tor, Granam, his Nurſe. | 

Dat. Why, ſhe was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Ter. If twere not ſhe, I cannot tell who told me, 

2s. A perilous boy : go too: you are too ſhrewd, 

Car, Good Madame be not angry with the child. 

Qu. Puchers haue eares, Emer Dorſet. 

Car. Here comes your ſonne, Lord Marques Dorſet, 
What newes Lord Marques? 

Dor. Such newes, my Cord, a5 grieues me to vnfold. 

Du. How fares the Prince? ; 

Dor, Well, Madame,and in health. 

Dat, What is the newes then? | 

Dor. Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray, are ſent to Pomfrer, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, priſoners, 

Dut. Who hath. commited them? 

Dor, The mightie Dukes, Cloceſter and Buckingham, 

Car. For what offence? : 

Der, The ſumme of all I can, I have di(cloſed : 


Why, or for what theſe Nobles were commuted, 


Is all vaknowne to me, my graciout ady. 

2, Ay me, I ſec the downefallof our houſe, 
The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hinde : 
Inſulting tyranny begins to iet, 


| of Richard the third, 
Vpon the innocent and lawleſſe throane: 
Welcome deſtrutian, death and maſlacre. 
I ſee as in a Mappe the end of all. 
Dae, Accurſed and vnquiet wrangling dayes, 
Ho many of you heue mine ey es beheld : 
My husband loſt his life to get the crowne, 
And often vp and downe my ſonnes were toſt, 
Zor me to ioy and weepe their gaine and loſſe, 
And being ſeated, an i domeſticke broyles . 
Cleane ouerblo vn, themſelues the conquerours, 
Make war vpon themſelues, blood againſt blood 
Selfe againſt ſelfe, O prepoſterous 
And franticke outrage, end thy damned ſpleene, 
Or let me die to looke on death no more. 
A. Come, come, my boy, u e will to Sanctuarie. 
Daz. lle go along with you. 
2s, You haue no cauſe. 
. (ww. My Graciow Ladie, go. . 
And thicher beare your treaſure and your goods, 
For my part, Ile reſigne vnto your Grace, 
The Seale | keepe, and ſo betide to me, 
As well I render you, and all ot yours: 
Come, Ile condut wary the ſanctuarie. - Exeant, 
The Trumpet ſo Enter yong Prince. tbe Dukes o 
G locefter and Brckin hw, Cordell Cc. 10 * 
Buc. Welcome ſweete Prince to London to your cham- 
Gli. Welcome deate Coſen my thoughts ſoueraigne. 
The we arie way hath made you melancholie. | 
Prin, No Vncle. but our croſſes on the way, 
Haue made it tedious, weariſome,and heauie: 
] want more Vucles here to welcome me. p 
Ci. Sweet Prince, the vntalnted vertue of your yeeres, , 
Harh not yet diucd into the worlds deceit: 
Nor more can youdiſtinguiſhofa man, 
T hen of his outward fhew, which God be knowes, 
Seldomeor neuer 1awpeth with the heart, | 
Thoſe Vncles which you want, were dangerous, 
Your Grace attended to their ſugred words, 
But lookt not on the poyſonot their hearts; 
„ | God 


- 
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God keepe you from from ſuch falſe friends. 
Prim. God keepe me from falſe friends, but they were none. 


gu. My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greete you. 


Enter Lord Aar. 

Lo A. God bleſſe your Grace, with health and happy daies 
Prin. IL thanle you good my L- and thanke you all i 

] thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

would long ere this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a ſlug is Haſtings that he comes noe 

To tell vs whether they will come ot no. ter L He, 
Buck. A nd in good time heere comes the ſwearing Lord. 
Pris. Welcome my L. what, vill our mother come? 
Haſt. On what occaſion God he knowei1 not l. 

The Queene your mother, and your brother Yorke 

Hue taken Sanftuarie: The tender Prince 

Would faine come with me to meete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. * 
Bac. Fie, what an indirect and peeniſh ceurſe 

Is this of hers? L. Cardinall, vill your Grace 

Perſwade the Queene theſend the Dulce of Yorke 

Vnto his princely brother preſently ? | 

If ſhe dgme, L. Haſtings go with hum, 


And ſiom her iealous armes plucke him | ce. 


Car. My L. of Buckingham, if my weake oratotie 
Can from his mother inne to Duke of Y orke, 
Anon expect him heere: but if ſhe be obdurar 
To milde entreatics, God forbid | 
We ſhould infringe the holy . 

Ot bleſſed SanAuarie: not for al: thus | 
Would I be guiltie of ſo great a ſinne. 
Buck. Nou are too ſenceleſſe obſtmate my L. 
Too ceremonious and traditional. 


' Weigh it but with the groſſeneſſe of this age, 


You breake not Sanctuarie in ſeazing him: 

The benefit thereof is alwayes granted 

Tothoſe whoſe dealings haue deſerued the place 
And thoſe who haue the wittoclaime the place. 
This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deſerued it, 


And thcrefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 


> 


of Richard the third. ; 
Then taking him from hence that is not there, | 
You breake no priniledge nor charter there: x 
Oft haue I heard of ie men, | 5 
But Sanftuarie children neuer till now. be 
Car. My Lord, you (ball ouerrule my minde for once: 
Come on Lord Haſtings, will you ga with me? 2 
Pr.. Good Lords make all the ſpeedie haſt you 
Sey Vacle Gloceſtergf our brother come, (may. p 
Where ſhall we ſojourne till our Ccronation? | 
G... Where it thinkſt beſt vneo your royall ſelfe: 
Ifl my counſel youſome day ot two, 5 
Your highneſſe (hall repoſe you at the Tower: 
Thenu here you pleaſe & ſhalbe thought molt fie 
For your beſt health and recreation. .. 
Pri. I do not like the Tower ofany place: 
Did lulius Cæſer build that place my Lord ? 
Buck, He did, my gracious L. begin that place, 
Which ſince ſucceding ages haue reedified, 
Prix. Is it vpon record, or els reported 
Succeſſiue ly from age to age be built it? 
Buck, V pon record my gracious Lord. "op 
- Pris Zut ſay my Lord it were not regiſtred, 
Me ithinkes the truth ſnhou d l ue from age to age, 
As twere retaild to all poſtetitie. 
Euen to the genetall ending day. : 
G4. So wile, lo yong. they lay do neuer liue long. 
Prin. What ſay you Vrcle ? wt 
Gl. Iſay, without Characters fame lives long: | 
Thus like the formall vice iniquitic, | 
I moral:;Zc two meaning: in one word, 
Pri. That Iulius Cæſar was a famous man, 
With what his valour did entich his wit, "uh 
_— — r line: a 
esch makes no co 0 d 
———— 
e tell you my ingham. 
Buck, What — — Lotd / 
Tus. Andif I hue vatill I — 
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Ile win our 
Or 1 wok 2 Gi | 
Ci. Short formers y ORIG 
Enter pong erte, Haſtmgs, C 3 
Bac. Now ia good imo, here comes the Duke of Yorke. 
Prin, Roch of Yorkeghow fares our noble brother? 
Ter. Well my deare Lo: ſo muſt I call you now. 
Prin. I brother to our griefe,as it is yours: 
Too late he died that might haue kepe thar title, 
Which by kis death halt loſſ much maieſtie. 
Gl. How fares our couſen noble L. of Y orket 
Yor. I thanke you — vncle. Omy Lord, 
You ſaid i hat Idle weeds are faſt in growth: 
The Prince my 3 beth outgrowne welarre. 
Gio, He hath my 
Tor, And — 2 is be idle? 
Gl, Oh my faite couſen, F mult not ſay fo, 
Tor. Then he is more beholding to youthen L 
Glo, He may command me a» my ſoueraigne, 
But you haue power in me in3 kinſman.. 
Tor, | pray you vncle give ineghu dagger, 
Glo, M drgger ictle 8 
Prom. Abegger brother? | 
Ter. Of um uud vncle that! knowwill vive, 
Are being but a toy, which is no priele to give, 
Gio. A prcater gift then that, lie gmue my coſen. 
Yor, A greater gut? O thats the td to 16. 
Ge. I gentle coſeil. wet it lig he enot / h. 
Tor.“) than let your part vt with ug he gi 1 
Ju wergheiet things youle ſay aten ger nay. 
Gs, It i too weightie for your grace to weare. 
Tor, | weight ir: heiy. were it heamec. 
S M hat coul ly ou haue my w.apen bile Lord ? 
Yor. fa. uld chat | m ght thanks you as as you call me. 
C. How? Tor. Lit le. 
Prin. Ms Lo: of Yotke will ſlill be eroſſe in take: 
Vrc'e your grace knowes how to beate nh hin. | 
Yor, Youmeane tobeare me, not to beam with me : :- 
Vucle, wy brocher mockes both you aid ey, 
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of Richard the third, 
Becauſe that I aw live like an Ape, 
. = ag 

Buc, Wi ea cd wir ns, 

To mitrigate the ſcorne he giue his voce, | 
Ne pretely and aptly taunts fe: 

80 {anon dur eden | 
' Glo, My Lo: wilt pleaſe you paſſe along 
My foifeand my good coulen Buckingham, - 
Will to your mother,toentreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you, 

Tor, What will you goe vnto the rower my Lo? 

Prin, My Lord Protector —.— — ſo. 

Yor, I ſhall vot ſleepe in quiet at ower, 

Ch. Why. what ſhould you fearef * 
3 Mary my vade Clanenceangry pboft: 
My,Granamtolde make was murdred there. 

Fix. 1 f-are no vncles dead; | . 

G. Nor none that live, l hope. 

P. Andifthey luc, I hope I need. * 
Bat come my | with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them, goe | vnto the Tower. - 

{ xeunt Pru. Ter. Haſt. Haſt. Dor ſ. manet, Rich. Zuc. 

Buc. Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 
W as nos incenſed by hn ſubtile mother, 

To tout and ſcorne youthu . opprobriouſly ? 

Glo. No doubi no doube, Oh tis a perilous boy, 
Bold. quicke, ingenious, ſorward, capable, . 
He 15 all che mothers, from the top to toe. 

Bec. Well let them reſt; Come ſuther Cates by, 
Thou art ſworne as deeply to effect what we intend. 
Arr cloſ. ly to conceale what werumpart, , 

Thou kno weſt oui reaſons vrgde vpon the way : 
Whar thinkeſt thou, i; it not an eiſie mattet 
To make WI am L. Haſtngs of our minde, 
For the inſtalment of thisnob'e Dake, 

In the ſeate royall ofthis famous lle? 

Cate/, He for hu fathers ſake fo loues the Prince, 
That he will not be wonne to ought agarnſt hum. | 

VBus. — —— 2 
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Cat, He will do all in all as Haſtiogs doth, 
| Buck. Well, then no more but this: 
Go gentle Catesby, and as it were a farre off, 
Sound Lord Haſtings how he ſtands affected 
Vnto out purpole, If he be willing, 
Encoui age him, and ſhew him all our reaſons: 
If he be leaden,lcie, cold, vnwilling, 
Be thou ſo too: and ſo breake off your talke, 
And give vs notice of his inclination, 
For we to morrow hold diuided counſels, 
W heicin thy ſelfe ſhalt hghly beemployed. 

Glo, Commend me to Lord William, tell him Cate: by, 

Hts ancient knot of dangerous aduerſaties 
Jo moirow are let blood at Pomſret Caſtle, 

nd bid my friend for toy of this good newes, 

Gue gentle Nliſtreſſe Shore, one gu kifle the more. 
' Buck, Good Catesby effect this buſineſſe ſoundly, 

Cat. My good Lords both: with all the heed | may. 
Glo. Shall we heare from you Catesby cre we ſleepe: 
Cat. Y ou ſhall my Lord. Exu Catesby. 
Co. At Crosby place, there ſhall you find vs both, 
Buck, Now my Lord, what ſhall we do, if we perceiue 

Wilkam Lord Haſtings will not yeeld to our complotrs? 
Glo. Chop off hit head man, ſomewhat we will do, 
And looke when | am King claime thou of me 
The Eailedome of Herford and the mooueables, 
| Whereof the King myLrother ſtood polleſt, 
Buc. lle clanne that promiſe at your Graces hands. 
Glo, Andlooke ty h iue it yeelded with ling nelle. 
Come let vs ſup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeſt our complors in ſome forme. Exeun, 
Enter a meſſ- nger to Lord Haſtings. 
/tefſ. What ho my Lord, | 

Haſt, Who knocks at the doore? 

Aeſ. A meſlenget from the L. Stanley. Enter L. Haff. 

Haft. Whats a clocke?. | 

AMe/, Vpon the ſtroke of foure. 

Haft. Cannot thy maiſter ſleepe the teditous nights? 
Aleſ. So it ſhould ſeeme by that I haue to ſay: I 
N 


of Richard the th ird. 
Firſt he commends him to your noble Lordſhip, 

Haft. And then. Meſ. And then he ſends you word, 
He dreame to night the Beare had raſte his helme: 
Beſides he ſay es, there are two couacel; held, 

An |! cha: may be determind at the one, 


Which may make you and him to rewat the other, 


Therefore he ſends toknow your Lorſhips pleaſure 
It preſently you will eake horſe with him, 
An with all ſpeed poſt into the North, 
To ſhun the danger that his ſoule diuines. 
Hat. Good fellow go, retarne vnto thy Lord: 
Bid him not feare the ſeparated councels : 
His Honour and my ſelfe are at the one, 
Aad at the other is my ſeruant Cate: by: 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 
Whereof I ſhall not haue intelligence. 
Tell him his feares are ſhallow, wanting inſtancie. 
And for his dreames, Il wonder he is ſo fond, 
To tiuſt the mockerie o vnquier ſlumbers. 
To flye the Boare before the Boare purſue vs, 
Were to incenſe the Boare to follow vs, 
And make pur ſui /e where he did meane no chaſe. 
Go,bid thy maſter riſe and come to me, 
And we will both together tothe Tower, 
Where he ſhall ſce the Boare will vſe vs kindly. 
Meſ. My gracious Lord, Ile tell him what you ſay. Ex, 
Enter Catesbyto L. Haſtings, 8 
Cat, Many good morrowes to my noble Lord. 
Haſt. Good morrow Cate, by: you are eatly ſtirring, 
What newes, w hat neu es, in this our tottering ſtate? 
Cat. It is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 
And I beleeue twill neuer ſtand vprighe 
Ti Richard weare the Gatland of the Realme. 

Haſt. Who? weare the Garland? doeſt thou meane the 
Cat, I my good Lord. (Crowne? 
Hat. Ile haue this crowne of mine, cut from my ſhoulders 

Fre | will ſee the Crowne ſo foule miſplaſte: g 
But canſt thou geſſe that he doth ayme at it? | 
Cu. Vpon wy ile my L. and hopes to finde you forward 

E. 3 = — 
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Vpontis party for e 
Aud thereupot — 8 
That this ſame very , you enemies, 
The kindred ofthe Queene — die at pomſtet. 
Hiaſt. Indeed I am no mournet ſot that newer, 
Becauſe they haue beene ſtill mine enemies: 
But that Il; give my voyce on Richard: fid 4 
To barre my maſters hewes in truc diſcent, 
God knowes I wil not do it tothe death, 
Cat. God keepe your Lordſhip in that gracious rade. 
Haſt. But I ſhall laugh at tlus a ta cluemonth hence, 
That the) whu brou, lu, me in my Mailte: 3 2 
I ho: to looke vpon their tragecbe:: . 
I tcl! the Cate, by. Cu. M hat my Lord? 
Haſt. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
He ſend ſome packing, that yet thinke not on it. 
Cat, Tis a ut EA to dic my gracious Lord, 
When men are vnpeepard and looke not for e. 
Haft. O monſſ rous, monſtrouis, and ſo fals it our”; + 
With Riners, Vaughan, Gray: and ſo ewill doo - 
With ſome men cls, who thinke themſelues as ſafe: 
As thou, and l, who as thou knowſt are deare. 
To princely Richard, and to Bucling hm. 
Cat. The Princes both make hi: -þ account of you, 
For they accouat his head vpon the bnd2-. 
Haſt. Ikno they do: and | have well deſeruedi, 
Enter Lord Stauim. | 
Whar my L. where is your Boe (peare man? 
Feare you the Boare and goe ſo vnprouided ? 
Stan. My L. good motroiy: good marrow Catesby: 
You may ieſt on,. but by the huly Roode, 
I do not like theſe ſcuerall c:unceh , 
Haſt. My L. / hold my life as deare aryou do yours, 
And never in my life I do proteſt, | 
Was it more precious to me then it js now: 
"Fhioke ou but that / knaw por late ſecure, 


would be ſo tryumphant a/ amm 
S:4. The Lords at Pomſtet when they rode . 


Wers iocund, and ſuppoſde theit ſtates was — 
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Andindeede had no c1aſe to miſtruſt : 
But et you ſee ho ſoonethe day orecaſt, 
Th: ſu iden (cab of rancorI miſdoube, 
Pray Gd, l ſay,] prove a needleſſe coward, 
But come my L. ſha!l we to the Tower? 
Fl. I go. but ſtay. heare you not the newes? 
T his day thoſe men you talke of, are beheaded, 
11. They for their truth might better weare their heads, 
Then ſome that haue accuſde them weare their har: | 
But come my L. let vs away. Exit L. Stanalty, & (at, 
Ha. Go you before, Ve follow preſently, | 
| Enter Haſtings 4 Pur ſiuant. 
Haſt. Well met Haſtings, how goes the world with thee? 
Pur. The better that it pleaſe your good Lordſhip to ask. 
Huff. I tell thee fello v tis better with me now, 
Then when I me: thee laſt where now we meere: 
Then was I going priſoner to the Tower, 
By the ſu22eltion of the Queenes allies : 
Bur now l eel! thee (keepento thy ſelſe) 
T hi dix thoſe enemies are put to death, 
And 1 in bettet ſtate then ever / was. 
Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 
Haſt. Gramercy Haſlings, hold ſpend thou char, 
| He giues hun hui pur ſe. 
Por. God ſau- your Lordſup. Fxit. Pur, Enter a Prieſt. 
H. What fir lohn you are well wet, 7 
I: behol ing to\ ou for your laſt dayes execiſe: 
Come the next Sabbotb,and [ :11ltcontene you He whi/- 
| Enter Bnckmegham. (persim bis eare, 
Bac. Hou now Lord Chomnberlanne, what talking with a 
| Yout fiicuk at Pon ret hey do need the Prieſt: (Puxeſt: 
You: Honuur hath no th iunng workem hand, 
Huſt. Good fanhand when I met this hob man, 
Thoſe men you talke cf, came into wy mince; 
W het, 20 youto the Tower my Lord? 
Bas. I dos but long | ſhallnecitay, 
Fſhal! returne before your Lordſhip thence, - 
Hal. Ts like for I ſtay dinner there. 
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Come ſhall we goe along? | Frans, 
Enter Sir Richard Rathiffe , with Fi Lord Riger:, 
Gray, and N ang bas, 9 


Ru. Come bring forth the 
| Rin. Sit Richard Ratliffe, let me tell hes this; 
Io day ſhal: thou behold a ſubic die, 
For truth 85 — 66 loyaltie. . n 
Gray, God keepet ce from of you: 
A 3 you are of — ſuckers. 9955 
Kia. O Pomſtet, Pomfret, Oh thou bloudie priſon, 
Fatall and dominious to noble Peeres: 
- Within the guiltie cloſure of thy walles 
Richard the ſecond here was hackt to death: 
And for more ſlaunder to thy diſmall ſoule, 
We giue thee vp our guiltleſle blouds to drinke. 
' Gray. Now Margatets curſe is falne vpon our heads, 
For ſtanding by,when Richard ſtabd her ſonne. 
Fi. Then curſt ſhe Haſtings, then cuſt ſhe 1 
Then curſt ſhe Richard · Oh remember God. 
To hcare her prayers for them as now for vs, 
And for my ſiſter, and her princely ſonne: 
Be ſatisfied deare God with our true blouds, 
Which as thou knoweſt vniuſtly muſt be ſpilt. 
Rat, Come, come, diſpatch, the limit of your lives is out. 
Riu, Come Gtay, come Vaughan, let vs all imbrace 
And take our leaue, vntill we meete in heauen. Excuui. 
Ester the Lordi to coumſel. * 
Haſt. My Lords at once, the cauſe u hy we are met, 
Is to determine of the coronation, 
Ia Gods name ſay, when is this roy all day ? 
Bac. Are all tlungs fitting for that roy all time? 
Dar. It is, and let t but nomination- 
Zi To morrow then, I gueſle a happie time. 
Bac. Who knowes the Lord Protector: mingle herein 
Whois moſt inward with the noble Duke: (his mind. 
Fi, Why you my Lo: me thinks you ſhould ſooneſt know 
Buc. Who 1 wy Lord we know each others faces: 
But for our bearts,he knowes no more of mne, 
Theal af yours: nor I no mots ei his, then you — 


of Richard the third, - + 
Lor. Haſtings, you and he are neare in love. 
Haff. I thanke his grace, I know he loues me well: 
But for his purpoſe io th coronation 
] have not ſounded him, not he deliuerd 
Has graces pleaſure any way therein: 
Bur you my L. may name the time, 
And inthe Dukes behalfe ile giue my voice, 
Which Ipreſume he will take in gentle part, 
Baſb. No in good time here comes the Duke himſe lie. 
Enter Gloſter. 
01. My noble L. and couſens all good marrow, 
T haue bene long a ſleeper, but now / hope 
My abſence duth neglect no great deſignes, 
Which by my preſence might haue bene conckided. © 
Bac. Il d not you come vpoa your kew my Lord, 
William L. Haſtings had now pronounſt your part: 
I meane your voice for crowning of the kin 
Ci. Then my L.Haſtiogs, no — niche be bolder, - 
Hi Lordſhip knos es me well, and loues me — 
Haſt. / thanke _ grace. 
Byb. My Lord: 
Ci. When {was liſt in Holborne, | 
I (awe good ftrawbernes in your garden there, 
_ {do belrech you ſend for ſome of them, 
Bb. | goe my Lord. 
Gio, Coulen Buckingham, a wad with you : 
Catesby hath ſounded Haſtings in our buſinclle, 
An i findes the teſty gent eman fo hote, 
As he will looſe his head ere gue conſent. 
His mailters ſonne as worſh/p'vull he termes it, = 1 
Shall looſe the royaltie ot Englan |s chroane, 
Buc. Withdraw you hence my E. lle tollow you. Ex. Gia. 
Dar. We haue not y et ſet downe this day ot triumph, 
To morio in mine op π]i ni too ſouane: 
For | my ſelſe am not lo well prouided 
As elſe / would be were the day prolonged. | 
Emer the Buhopof F. - (berries 
Zi. Whetei is my L Proctor, haue (cnt for theſe _ 


* 


f : a 46% Ai due 
FH,. His Grace lookes cheerfully and ſmoth to day, 

Theres ſome conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with ſuch a ſpirit; 

I chinke there is never a man in Chriſtendome, 

That can leſſer hide his loue gr hate then he: 

For by his face ſtraight ſhall you know his heart. 

Dar, What of his heart perceiue you in his face, 
By any lilce lihood he ſheed to day: | 
Haſft. Maty, that with no man here he is offended,. 
For if he u ere, he would baveſhenen it in his face. 
Dar. I pray God he be not, I ſay. 
| Emer Gloſter. 
G. I pray you all, what do they deſerve 

That do conſpire my death with diuelliſh plot 

Ot damned witchcraſt,and that haue preuaild 

Vpon my bodie with their helliſh charmes ? 

Haſt. The tender loue | beare your Grace my Lord, 

Makes me moſt forward in this noble preſence, 

To doome the offenders whatſoever they be: 

I ay wy Lord they haue deſerued death. 

Gio. Then be your eyes the witneſle of this ill, 

dee how l am bewitcht, behold mine atme 

Is like a blaſted ſaphng withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife, that monſtrous witch, . 

Conſorted with that harlot ſtrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafrs thus haue marked me. 
Haft. If they haue done this thing my gratious Lord. 
G. If, thou protectot of this damned ſtrumpet, 

Telſt thou me ot iffes ? thou art a trait ot. 

Off with his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

J will not dine to day I ſweare. 

Vaull I ſce the ſame, ſome ſee it done: | 

The teſt that loue me,come and follow me, Excumt, manet 
Ha, Wo wo for England, not a whit for me: Ca. ub Haſh, 

For l tos fond might have prevented this: | 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme, 

Hut I diſdaind it, and did ſcorne to flie, 

Three times to day my footecloth horſe did ſtatnble, 

And ſtartled when he lookt vpon ibe Tower, 

Az 


| of Richard the third, 
As loch to beare me to the ſlaughter · houſe. 
Oh, now I want the Prieſt that ſpoke to me, 
I now repent I told che Purſiuant. 
As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 
Ho they at Pomfret bloodily were burcherd, 
And lm ſelfe ſecure in grace and fauour: 
Oh Margaret, Margaret: now thy heauy curſe 
Is h ghted an poore Haſtings wretched head. 
Cat. Diſpatch my Lo: the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a — ſhrifc, he longs to ſee your head. 
Hat. O momentary ſtate of worldly men, | 
vv hich we more hunt bot, inen for the grace of beauen : 
Who bui ds his hope; in aire of your faire lookes, 
- Lives like a drunken Say let on a maſt, 
Ready with euety nod to tumble downe 
Into the farall bowels of the deepe. | 
Come le de me to the blocke, beare him my head, 
They ſmile at me, that ſhortly (hall be dead. Exenmr, 
Enter Dk: of Cloſter and Buckingham in armor, 


Glo. Come coſen, canſt thou quake & change thy colour e 


Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then begnagaine and ſtop againe, 
As if thou were diſtraught and mad wih terror. 
Buc, Tut feare not me. 
I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 
Speake,and looke backe, and prie on euery ſide: 
Intending deepe ſuſpition, gaſt ly Jookes 
Are at my ſeruce like inforced ſmiles, 
And both are teadie in their oſſice: | 
To grace my ſtratagem:, Emer . a 
. Here comes « the Maior. 
Buc. Let me alone to entertaine him, L. Maior. 
C. Looke to the draw btidge there. 
Buc. The reaſon we haue ſent for you. 
G/o, Catesby oue rlooke the walles. : 
Bac. Harke, I heare a drumme. 
Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buc, God and our innocencie defend vs. 
Glo, G, O, be quiet, it is 4 
2 : 2 g 
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The Tragedie 
Emer Caterby with es bead, 
Ca. Hereiz the head of that e traitor, 
The dangerous and vaſuſpcRed Haltings, - + 
Glo.Sodearellou'dthe man, that l u eepe: 
Itooke him for the plaineſt harmeleſſe man, 
That breathed vpon this earth a Chriſtian: - 
' Lookeye my Lord Maior: I 
Made him my booke wherein my ſoule recorded 
The Hiſtoneof all her ſecret t v2 
Soſmoothhedaub'd his vice with thew of vertue, 
That his apparant open guilt omitted: 
Imeane his conuetſation with Shores wife, 
He laid from ali artaznder of ſuſpect. (traitor. 
Buck, Well, well, he was the couertft ſheltred 
That euer liu d, would you haue imagined, 
Or almolt belt eue, wert not by great preſeruatis 
Wie lie to tell it you? The Cable traitor. 
Hadthis day plotted in the counſell houſe, * 
To murder we, and my good Lord of Gloceſter, 
- | Glo, What thinke ye we are Turks or Infidels. 
Ot chat we would againſt the comſe of Law, 
Proceed thus raſhly to the villaines death, 
But that the extreame perilſ of the caſe, 
The peace of England. an1 our perſhs ſafetie 
Inforſt vs to this execution: 
Aa. Nov faire befall y deſerued his death, 
And you my good L bbryhaue well proceeded, 
To warne falſe tranors from the Ike attempes: 
]nenct lobt for better at hys hands, + 
After he once fell in with Nliſtreſſe Shore. _ 
Cy. Net had not we detetmmed he ſhould die, 
Vatill your Lordſtip came to ſee his death, - 
Which now the longing haſte of theſc our friends . 
Somewhat againſt our meaning haue pruented. 
Be@uſe my Lord, wee would houe had you heard 
The'5raitor ſpeake, and timerouly confeſle 
The manner, and che purpoſe of hirtreaſon, 
That you might well haue ſignified the lame 


_ Vato 


of Richard thethird. 
Vnto the Cirizens, who happily ma 
Miſconſter vs inſhim,and woy le his dearh. | 
Aa. My good L. your Graces word ſhall ſerue 
As well as I had ſcene or heard himſpeake, 
And doubt you not ri ght noble Princes both, 
Bur Ile acquaint your dutious Citizens 
With all your wuſt proceedings in this cauſe. 
Gt, And to that end we wiſht your Lordſhip _ 
To auoid the carping ſenfures of the word. (here, 
Bac. But ſiace you came too late of our intents, 
Vet witneſſe what we did intend, and ſo my Lord adue. 
Glo. Aſter, after, Couſen Buckingham Exit Mavor. 
The Maior towards Guild- hall hies him in all poſt, 
There at yoor weetſt aduantage of the time, 
Inferre the baſterdy of Edwards children: 
Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Onely for ſaying he would make his ſonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning(mdeed) his houſe, 
Which by the figne thereof was tearmed ſo, 
Moreouer, vrge his hatcfull huxurie, | 
And beſtiall appetite in change of luſt, 
Which ſtretched to their ſeruants, daughters, wiues, 
Euen where hi; luſttull eye, or ſauage heart, 
Without coatroll liſted to make his prey: 
Nay for a need thus farre come neere my perſon, 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that vnſatiate Edward, nob ke, 
My Princely father then had wa France, 
And by iuſt computation of the time 
Found, that the iſſue was not his Hegot, 
Which well appeared in his nean | 
Being nothing like the father: 
But touch this ſparingly as ie weretarre off, 
Becauſe you know my Lord, my mother lines, 
| Bac. Faree not, my Lord, He play the Orator, 
As if the golden fee for which I pleade 
Were for my ſelfe. | 
S6. If youthrige we 
Where you ſhall finde 


« * 
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1 The. Tragedie 
| Wirhreuerend fathers and well learned Biſho 
Bac. About three or foureaclocke looke -», 
What newes Guild hall affordeth, and ſo my L.farwell. 
Glo. Now vill lin to take ſame prime order Ex. Juc. 
To dia the Brats of Clarence out of ſighe, 
And to give notice that no manner perſon 
At any time haue tecouſe vnta the Princes, Exit. 
| Emter a Scrwener with a paper in bur hand, 
This is the Incictment of the good L. Haſtiaas, 
Which in a ſet hand faire ly is engroſſ d 
That it may be this day read ouer in Pauls: 
And maike how well the ſeque:] hangꝭ together, 
Eleuen houtes I ſpent to write it ouer. 
For yeſternight by Catesby was it brought me, 
The preſident was ful! a> long a dooing, 
And yet within theſe five houres hued L Haſtings, 
Vutainted, vvexamined: free, at lib ertie: 
Here's a good world the while. Why,who's fo groſſe 
That ſees not this pa'paple device? s 
Vet who ſo blind but ſayes be ſees it noe? 
Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 
When ſuch bad dealing muſt be ſee ne in thought. xi. 
| Enter loceſter at one deore Backmoham at another. 
S.. How now my L. what ſay the Citizens? 
Bac. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
[The Citizens are mumme, and ſpeake not a word. 
S. Toucht yout ardy of Edwards chuldren: 
Sar. I didz with t iate greedineſle of his deſires, 
His tyranny for enfles: his owne baſtardy, 
As beine gor,your father then in France: 
Witha!l I did inferre y out henaments, 
Being the tig lit Idea of your father, 
Boch in one fotme and noblen eſle of mince: 
Layd open all your vitones in Scotland: 
Your Diſcipliue in tvarre, wiſedom in peace: 
Your bountie, ver tue, faire hnmilme: 
Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpoſe 
Vntoucht, ot ſheght'y handled in diſcoucle: 
And when my Ocataije grew to end, 12 


of Richard thethird. 
ä ů ——- fi | 
ry, God ſave Richard, royall N 
G. A. and did they (o? | 
Buc, No ſo God heipe me, | 
But like dumbe ſtatues ot breathleſſe tones, 
G le each on other and lookt deadly pale: 
Which when I faw, I reprehended them? (lence? 
And aske the Mayor what meant thus wil ull ſi· 
Hi; anſwere was, the people were not wont 
To be (poke too, but by the Recorder. 
Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: | 
Thus ſaith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd- 
But nothing ſpake in warrant fromhimſclfe : 
When he had done ſome followers of mine one 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps, 
And ſome ten voyces ctyed, God ſaue King Richard: 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth I, 
This generall applauſc and louing ſhoute, 
Argues your wiſedome and your loues to Richard: 
And ſo brake off and came away. 
. Glo, What tongue leſle blocks were they, would they noe 


Bc. No by my iroth my Lord. (ſpeake? 


Gio. Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren come? 
Buc. The Nlaiot is heere: and intendiome feat, 
Be not ſpoken withall, but with mightie ſure: 
And looke you get a ptaxer booke mn your hand, 
And ſtanꝗ betuixt two Church · men good my Lord, 
For on that ground lle buid a holy deſcant: 
© Be not eaſre wonne to our tequeſt: 
Play the maydes pait,ſay no, but take it. 
Glo, Feare not me. if thou canſt pleade as well For them, 
Ax | can ſay nay to thee for my (cite, 
No doubt weele bring it to a happy ſſue. | 


Buc.Youlhalſee what I can do, get you vprtotheleads, © x. 


Now my Lord Maycr, I dance attendance here, 

I thinkethe Duke «ill not be ſpoken withall. Euer Caresby, 

Here comes his ſeruant : how now Cateiby what ſayes he? 
Cat. My Lord be doth e Grace 

To viſit him to morrow,or nextday: 


ODE = 


Are come to haue ſome coference . his grace. 


| But ſure I feare we ſha]l never winne him to it. - 


LE 27agecre 
Hei. within with two reverend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation, 
And in no worldly ſute would he bemou'd,: 
Todraw him from his holy exerciſe. - 

Bac. Returne good Catesby to thy — 
Tell him my Cle abe Major and Citizens, 
In deepe deſignes and matters of CO 
N-leſlei importing then our generall 


Cat. ie tell him what you ſay my Lord. Fu. 
Bac. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is not lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Nut dallying with a brace of Curtiæans, | 

But medicating wich two deepe Dune: 

Not ſleeping to ingroſſe bi idle body, | 

— praying 2 _— ——— foule, . _ 
Happy were Eng d this graczons prince 

Take datei the ſoueraigntic thereon, 


Mai, Marry God forbi aa 
Enter Catesby, 
Bac. I feare he will, hom now Caerby, 
What ſaye your Lord? 
Cat. My Lhe wonders to what end you haue aſſe mbled 
Such troupes of Citens to ſ with him, 
His grace not being warnd thereof before, 
My Lord, he feares yonmeane no good to him. | 
Bac. Sory | am my noble couſen ſheuld 
Suſpett me that I meane no good to him. 
By heuen I come in perfect loue to him, 
And ſo once more returne and tell his grace: Exit _ 
When holy and deuout religious men, 
Are at their beads,tis hard to draw them thence, 
So ſweet is Zealous contemplation, 
Eurer Rich. and two Biſhops aloft. 
Miior, See where he ſtands between two Clergy men. 
Bac. Two props of vertue for a Chriſtian Prince, 


Toſtay — 


Famous 


of Richardehethird. 
Planeagenet, molt graciom Prince, 
cares to my requeth, - 
And pardon vs the interruption 3 
Glo, My Lord, era needs no fach apologie, 
I rather do beſeech you pardoa m, 
Who earneſt in the ſermceof my God, 
Neglect the viſteatiogof my friends: 5 
But leaving this, wher is. your Graces pleaſure? / 
Bac. Euen that | hope vous pleaſeth God aboue, 
And all good men ofthis Ile. 
Cle, I do ſuſpect, I have done ſome offence, 


Famous 


. Thar ſeemes dilgratious in the Cities eyes, 


And that you come toreprehend my ignorance. 
Bac. Lou haue my Lord: would it pleaſe your Grace 

At our entreaues ro mend that fault. 

> Glo, Els wherefore breath | in a Chriſtian land? 

Bac. Then know it is your fault that you reſigne 

The ſupteame Seate. the Throne maiciticall, . 

The Sceptred affice of your Aunceſtors, 

Thc lineal! glory of your reyall Houſe, 

To the corruption of a blemiſht ſtocke: 

While ſt in the mudeneſſeof your ſleepie thoughts, 

Which hete we waken to our Countryes good: 


This noble Ile doth wane his proper lmbes, 


And iel ooldeedinthisfwalloning gab, 

Andalm in this ſwallowing gu 

Of blind forgetfulnefle and darke oblunon: 

Which to recute we hearrily ſolicite 

Your Gracious ſelfe to take on you the ſoueraigntie thereof, 
Not N Protector, Stwe ward, Subſtitute, 

Nor lowly Factot for an others gane? : 

But as ſucceſſively from blood to blood, | 

Your right of birth, your ie your oWne 2 

For ths conſorted wich the Citizens, 

Your worſhipfull and very loum g friens, 
And by their vehement init | 
In this iuſt ſute come Ito _ 


tus wt your Grace. 


Gia. 


Ine zrageaie 

65. — pay 6. 
Or bitterly to e in your tepro : : . 
Beſt fitteth my degree or your condition: ; 
Your loue deſerues my thankes, but my deſert 

V nmeritable ſhunacs your high requeſt, 

Firſt if all obſtacles were cue away, © 
And that my path were euen to the crowae, 
Amy righe reuene w and due by birth, 
Let ſo much i my pouertie of ſpan, 
— — 2 

As I had rather hide me from my greatneſſe, 
Being a Barke to brooke no mighne (ca, 
Then in my greatneſle couet to be hid. 
And in the vapour of my glory imothered: 
And much I need to helpe you if need were, 
The royall tree hath le ſt vs royall frute, 
Which mellowed by the ſtealmg houres of time, 
yu —— — | 
Y make no doubt vs happie by his raigne, 
— — ä — — 


I The right and fortune of his happie ſtarres, 


Which God defend that I ſhould wring fi6 him. 
Buc,My lotd. this argues cõſcience in your grace, 


But the reſpects thereof are nice and eramail, 


Alf circamſtances well conſidered. * 

You ſay that Edward is your brothers ſoone, 

So lay we too, but noe by Edwards wife * 

For firſt he was contract to Lady Lac, 

Your mother liues, a wicneſle to that vow, 

And afterward by ſubſt ute betrothed 7 

To Bom ſiſter to the king of France, 

Theſe both put by a poore petuioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many chuldren, 

A beauty-wainia2 and diſtreſſed widowe, 

Eueo in the aſternoone of her velt dayes, 

Made priſe and purchaſe of his laſtfull eye, 

Seduc t the pitch and height of all his thoughts, * 
0 


| of Richard the third. 
To baſe declenſion and loathd bigamie, 
By her in his vnlawfull bed he got, 
This EA, whom our maners terme the prince: o 
More bitterly could I expoſtulace, "OR ES. 
* that for reuerence to ſome aline 
2ive a ſparing limit to my tongue: 
T hen good my Lord, take to your royall ſelſe, 
T his proffered benefit of dignitie: 
If not to bleſſe vs and the land withall, 
Yet to — out your be ſtocke, 
From the corruption of abuſing tune, 
Varo a — courſe. ,* > 
Mai. Do good my Lord, your citizens entreat you, 
Cat, O make them ioy full, grant their lawfull ſute. 
Glo. Alas hy would you heape thoſe cares on me, 
1 am vnſit for ſtate and dignitie: 5 
Ido beſecch you take it not amille, 
I canner, nor I willndt yeeld to you. 
Bac. If you refule it as in loue and zeale, | 
Loth to depoſe the childe your brothers ſonne, - | 
As well we know your tendernelle of heart, | 
And gentle kind cffeminateremorie, 
Which we haue noted in you to your kin, 
And egally indeed to all eſtates, | 
Yetwhether you our ſute or no. 
Your brothers ſonne ſhall neuer raigne our king, | 
But we will plant ſome other in the throne, | 
To the diſgrace and downfall of your honle : 
And in this reſolution here we leaue you. 
Come Citizens, zZounds Ile intreat no more. 
Ci. O do not ſweme my Lord of Buckingham. 
Car. Call them agan, my Lord, and accept their ſure, 
Ano. Do, good my Lord. leaſt all the land do tew it. 
Glo, Would you enforce me to a world of care? 
Well, call them againe, I am not made of ſtones, 
But penetrable to your kind intreata, 
Albert againſt my conſcience and my ſoule. 
Caſen ot Buckingham, and you 2 2 
2 Sine 
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| 1 its 148 IC 
Since your will buckle forrune on my becke, 
To beare the burthen whether | will or no, 3 
Imuſt haue pacience to endure the loade, 
But iſ blacke ſcandale ot fo foule fac t reproach 
Arrend the ſe quell of your impoſition, 
Your meere inforcement ſhall acquittance me 
From all the impure bloes and ſtaines thereof, 
For God hc knowes,and you may partly ſee, 
How farre | am from the defire thereof, + 
Alay. God bieſſe your Grace, weſee ir, and will ſay it. 
Gee. Iu ſaying ſo you ſhall but ſay the truth, 
Buc. Then [ſalute you with this kingly Title: 
Long line King &«hard, Eng lands royall King, 
Ma Amen. 
Bac. To morro will it pleaſe you to a 
G. Euen when you will, ſince you will haue it ſo, 
Bac. To morro then we mill attend your Grace. 
90. Come. let vs to our holy taſte againe 
Farewell good Couſen, farewell gentle 1 
Enter. Dueene mother Darcheſſsof of Tore » Marques 
| Dorſet at one doore, ——_ Loce, 
at another doore 
Dat, Who meets vs hecre, wy Neece Plantagenet: 
2 Au. Siſter well met, hether away ſo faſt? 
— 2 . No farther then the Tower, and a] gueſſe 
e like deuotion as your (clues, 
75 — the tender Princes thete. 
A Kind ſiſter thanks, weele enter all togither. 
| Emer the Liemenant of the Tower. 
And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
M. Leuete nant, pray you by your leaue, | 
Hor fares the Prince? 
Lien, Well Madam, and in health: bet by your lese, 
I may 11 him, 5 
The King hath ſtrarghtly charged the contrary, 
2. The, King: why, who's — 
Icy you mercie, | meane the Lord Protector. 
he Lord protect him from that Kingly title: 
Hub heſet bound: berwixt their loue and me: 


Iam 


of Richard the third. 
Im their'mother,who ſhould me from them 7 
I am their father, mother, and will ſee them. a 
Dar. Glo, Their Aunt I am in law, in loue their mother: 
Then feare not thou. Ile 3 — 
And rake thy office from thee on my | 
Lies. I do beſeech your Graces all to to pardon me: 
lan boundby oath, | may not do it. 
Emer Lard Standiys 
Stan. Let me but meete you Ladies an houre hence, E. 
And lle ſalute your Grace of Yorke,as mother: 
And reuerent looker on, of two faire Quecnes. 
Come M. dam, you mult go wicb me co Weſtminſter, 
There to be crowned Richards toyall Queene. 
DA. O cut my lace in ſunder, that my pent heart 
May h. A ſome ſcope to bene, or clic found. 
Wich this dead killing newes. 
Dor. RI adame, haue comfort, ho fares your r 2 
J. O Dorſet, ſpeake not to me, get thee hence. 
Death and deſtruction dogge thee at the heeles, 
Thy mothers name is omnous to children, | on 
It . wilt ouiſtrip desth, goe croſſe the ſeas, | Ky 
And hue with Rick mage the reach of hell, * | 
Goe his thee, hie thee, from this ſlaughter houſe, 
Leaſt thou increaſe the number of the dead. 
And make-me die the thrall of Margarets curſe, 
Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene, - 
Stan, Full of wile cat is this your counſell Madam, 
Take all the (wife aduantage of the time, 
You ſhall haue letters from me to my ſonne. 
To meete you on the way, and welcome you, 
Be noc taken tardie,by vmviſe delay. 
Dar. Ter. O ill diſpearſing winde of miſetie, 
O my accurſed wombe, the bed of death, 
A Cocat rice haſt thou hatche to the mocks; 
Whoſe vnauoyded eye is murtheroum. 


Sten. Come Madam, I in all haſte was ſent for. „ 
Dach. And | in all vawillogneſle will goe, 
I would to God that the incluſiue verge s 


Of * mettall chat muſt ound my browe, 
5 Wers 


N 
ES . / 
ine 4rageac 2 
Were red — —— — the braine, 
Annointed let me wit poy ſon. . 
And die, ete men — #26 the Queene. 
2s, Alas poote ſoule. I enuie not thy glory, 
To tecde my humorgwiſh thy ſelfe no hare, 
Dat Glo, No, when he that is my husband now, - 
Came to me as followed Hennes courſe, 
W hen ſcarce the blood was well waſht from his hands, 
Which iſſued from my other angel husband. 
And that dead ſaint, wbich then / weeping followed, 
O, hen I ay, Ilookt on Richards face, . 
This was my wiſh, be thou queth / accurſt, 
For making me ſo yong,ſo old a widow, 
Aud hen thou wedſt, let ſorrow haunt thy bed, 
And be thy wife, if any beſo badde 
As miſerable by the death of ther- 
As thou haſt made me by my dene Lords death, - 
Loe, euen I can this curſe againe, 
Euen in ſo ſhoit a — woman heart 
Croſiy grew captiue to his words, 
And prou'd the ſubſects of my owne (oules curſey 
Which euef Iince bath kept my eyes fram lleepe, 
For neuet yet, one houre in his bed. 5 
H. ue I eaioyed the golden dea of ſleepe, 
But ha ue bene waked by his tineraus dreames, 
Beſides,he hates me for my fathet Warwick 
And wiilſhortly be rid of me. 
Au. Alas poore ſoule, I pittie thy complaint. 
Dar. Gli. No more the from my ſuule I mou ne for yours 
Au. Farewell, thou wofull welcomer of glotie. 
Dat. c. A due poore ſoule, thou takſt thy leaue of it. 
Dr. Ter. Go thou to Richmõd, & good fortune guide thes. 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 
Go thou to ſanctuariagood thoughts e thee, 
Ito my graue where peace and reſt lie with me, 
Eightie odde y eates ot ſotrow haue I ſcene, 
And each houtes ioy wracke with a weeke of teene. 


. The 


— 
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if Richard ue 


. wi ether Notes, 


King. Stand all spart. Cuſea of N 
Giue me thy hand : 1 5 * he aſcendeth 
Thu: high by thy —_— {a - Hons: * 
And thy aſſiſtance is 
But ſhall we weare — — for adayt. 


Or ſhall they haft,and-wereioyce in them? 155 e 


Bac. Still ime they, and for euer may they lt. 
Kix. Ri. O Buckiogham, now Scr, 
To tie if thou be curtant gold indeed: 
Yong Edward lives: thinke now what þ woukd lay. 


Duc. —— 
ny. lay eee, 


Buc. 
King, Ha: am I king? tis — be 
Bac. — noble Prince. 7 
« ter cquence 

Theke vard (till ſhould — — | 

Coſen, thou wert not nt to beſo dull: k 
Shall | be plaine? I wiſh the boſtards dead. | 
And [ would haue it ſaddeoly performde..- 
What ſaiſt thou: ſpeake ſuddenly, he briefe.. | 

Bac. Your Grace may do your pleaſure, 

King. Tot, tut, thou art all yce, thy kindneſſe freezeth, 
Say: haue | thy conſent that they (hall dic? 

Buc. Gige me ſome breath, ſome litle pauſe my Lord, 
Before I politely (peake herein: + 
I will reſolue your ce immediately. 8 

Ce, The ling is angry, ſee, he bites the lip, 

Ming. I — with iron wirted fooles, 
And vnteſpectue — — 
That looke into me with conſiderate ey 
Boy. high te achiag Beckinghan growes es crcumlped. 

Boy, 

King. Knowlt thou not any —— geld 

97 Would 


5 


— ——— — — — 


Would t 


j thy came Tirrell 


41410 A ag Ci 
vnto a cloſe — — of death, 
ntented Gentlemen, 


Boy. My Lord, I know a 


© Whoſebumble meanes match not his haughtie winde, 


Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 
And will no doubt tempe him to any thing, 
King. What is his nate? 
Boy. His name my Lord, i Tirrell. 53 
King. Goe call him hither preſencly. 
The deere reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 
No more ſhall be the neighbour to ty counſell, 


| Hath he ſo long held out wich me vntirde 


Aid ſtops he now for breath? 2 IM 
* Enter 


Ho now, ha: newes with yon? 


Der, Ny Lord, I heate the Marqueſſe Dorſet 
I fled to Richmond, in thoſe parts beyond the ſeas where 
5 weer „ 5 N TJ a 
7 mp. At oy at. 
— ms it broad : 
That Anne my wife ij ſicke and like to die, 
J will take order for her keeping cloſe: 


Enquire me out ſorne meave borne Gentleman, ny 


Whom 1 wil marry ſtraighe to Clarence daughter. 
The boy is fooliſh,and / teare not him: 


Locke how thou dreamt : / ſay againe, giue out 
That Anne my wife is ſicke and like to die. 


About it, for it ſtand: me much vpon. 
To ſtop all hopes whole growth may damage me. 
I muſt be married to my brothers daughter, 
Or elſe my kingdome ſtands onbrictle glafley 
Murther her brothers, and then marry het, 
Vncertaine way of gaine, but I am in 
So farte in blood, that ſin plucke ooſin, _ 
Teare falling pittie dwels not in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel. ) 


Tir, lames Tirrel,and your moſt obedient ſubiect. 
Ku. An thou indeed: 


5 o 


Ti, 


\ 


5 Richard the third, 

me my gracious ſoueraigne. 
Ter Darſtthoureloluero kills friend of mine? 

Tr. I my Lord, hut I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 

Nu. Why there thou haſt ir, two deepe ehemica, 


Foes to my reſt,and my ſweete ſleepes diſturbs, 8 

Are they that I would haue thee deale vpon: N 

Tirrel, I meane thoſe daſtards in the tower. 5 
Tir. Let me haue open meanes to come to them. 

* foone Ile rid you from the ſeate of them. 2 


. Thou ſingſt ſweere mulicke. Come hicher Ti, 


Go — that token, riſe and lend thine care; fe in bis 

Tis no morebut ſo,ſfay it is done (care. 

And1 wil oethee, and prefere thee 60, N - 
Tir. Tis done my graciom Lord, © 


Tir. Ve ſhall my Lord. 


Sac. My Lord, houtrdanfderedio my wind. 


Thelate — you did found me in. 
Kmg. We! paſſe, Dorſet is fled to Richmond, 
Bac, I he — newez my 
King. Stex(y he is your vues ſonne: Wel Jooke too it. 
Bac. N!y Loryl claime your gift,my due by promiſe, 

For which your honor and your faith 1spawnd, 

The Earledome of — moueables, 

The which you promiſed I ſhould poſſeſſe. 

Kg, Stanly looke tu your wiſe, if ſhe conuey 

Leiters to Richmond you ſhall anſwere it, | 
But. \Whar ayes your highnelfe to my iuit demaund? 
Kang. As I remember,Hemry the ſixt 

Des propheſie that Richmond nd thould be king, 

When Richmond was a lietle peewſh boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. , Buck. My Lord, 
Kg. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 

H, ue tod me, l being by, that l ſhouid kill him. | 
Buck, My Lord,your promiſe for the Earldome. 
Kg. Richmond, whcnlaſt | was at Exeter, 

The Maioc in curtelie ſhewed me © api 


ak. 


Thus thus quoth Forreſt girdling one another 


659 


And called it a «hicl: name] flarted, 


Becauſe a Bard of Iteland told me once 


E 
Buc. My Lord. | | 
Aung. sene LY 
Zac. I am thus bold to in 

Of aht a 


Fug. Well but whats a Cocke? 


ic. Vpoo the ſtroke of ten. 

Kong. Welleri n ſtrike. 

Bac. Why let it ſtrike? 

Aung. Becauſe that hke a Iacke thou keepll theftroke- . 
Betwnæt thy begging and my meditation, | 
I am not in the giuiig vaine to daz. 

Bac. Why then reſolue me whether you will or no? 

. Tut, tut, thou troubleſt me, I am not in the vaine. Exit. 

Vac. — — — he — 
With ſach deepe cove mad . 2 7 
O let me thinke on Haſtirs rn | | 
To Brecnock,while my — Eu. 

Enter Sir Francu Terrell G 

Tir. The ty · annous and bloudie de ed is done, | 
The molt arch act ofp ee maſſacte, 0 
That cuer yct this of, f 
Di hton and Forreſt — did ſubborne 
To do thir ruthfu!l peece efinchery) 
Although they were fleſhe.villans,bloudy 
Melting with tenderueſſe and kind — 
Wept bke two children in their deaths (ao ſtoties: 
Loe thus quoth Dighton Jaie thoſe tender babes, 


Within tlieu innocent alablaſter arme“, 

Their lips like foure red Roſes on a ſtalke. 

VV hich in their former beautie kill each other, 
..:. T 
Which once a! 

But O the diuel : there the villaine * 
Wbilſt Dighton thus told on we red 


The 


ofR ichard the third. 


— we I 
To bring this tyding to the bloudy king. 1 N 
— — 8 | 
And here he comes. my i | ; 
King, Kind Tirrell, am I happieinthy newes? > ; 1 
Ti. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge s ? 

Beget your happineſle, be happie then, 

For it is done my Lord. a | 2 
Aung. Bur didſt thou ſee them dead | | | 
Tur, I did my Lord. | . 
Kung. And buried gentle Tirrell? 

Tir. The Chaplaioe of the Tower bath buried them 

Bur how or in what place I do not know. 

King, Come to me Tirre!lſoone at after ſupper, 

Aud thou ſhalt tell the proceſſe of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good, 


And be inheritor of thy deſire. Exu Tirrel, 
Farewell ull ſoone. = 
The ſonne of Clarence haue I pent vp cloſe, 


His daughter mcanly have I macht in marriage, 
The ſonnes of Edxardflecepe in Abrahams boſome, 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodaight: 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes ' 

At yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 
And by that kndt lookes proudly otę the crowne, 
Tore Enter Cazesby. 

Ce. My Lord. | 

. Kin. Good newes or bad, ihat thou comeſl in ſo bluntly? 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, E; is fled to Richmond, | 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchnea 
Is in the field, and ſtill his power encreaſeth. . 
King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
| Then Buckingham and his raſh levied army: 
Come, I have heard that fearfull commenting, 
Is leaden ſeruitot to dull delay, 8 
Delay dare and fawie-pac'beery 

2 2 


Then 


| 11, L Tagecadle : 
Therrfierie expedition be my wiags 
Joue, Mercuricand Herald tor a ki 5 
Come muſter y counſaile u my (hickd, 
We muſt be briefe, when traytors braue the field, Exemzr, 


Emter Inerns Margaret ſola, 
2. Mer, So SLE proſperitie degint to mellow, 


And dtop into the rotten mouth of death: 


Hete in theſe confines {lite haue 1 lu kt, | \ 


To watch the waining of mine aduerſaties: 
A die induftion:m 1 witneſle too, 
And will to France, hoping the conſequence 
Will prove as bitter, blacke, and tragicall. 
Withdraw thee wtetched Margatet, who comes here: 


Emer the Dneone ana the Dutcheſſe ef Tori. 


D. Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes! 
My vnblowne flower, ne appearing ſweets, 
If yer your gentle ſuui e fhe in the aire 
And be not fixt in doome per petuall, 
Hduer about me with your aieric wings, 
Andhcare your mothers lamentation. 
Av. Var. Hover about her, ſay that right for right 
Hath dimd vour infant morne, to ave! night. 
2x. Wi't thou O God flie from ſuch gentle lambes, 
And throw them m the mtraile ot the wolte: 
When didſt thou ſlecpe, when ſuch a decd was done? 
A. Ha. When holy Mary died, and my ſweet ſonne. 
Datch, Blind ſiglu, dead life, poore mottall lwing ghoſt, 
Woes ſceane, worlds ſhame, graues due by life vſurpt, 
Keſt thy vnreſt on Englands laa full earth, | 
Vn'awfully made drunlce with innocents blood. 
Au. O that thou wouldſt as well affoord a graue, 
As thou canſt yeeld a melancholy ſeate, 
Then would I hide my bones, not reſt them here: 
O who hath any cauſe to mourne but 1? . Fe 
| 1. 
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— 


| of Richard the third. 
Dat, So many miſeries haue craz d my voice 
= my woe-wearied tongue is mute & dumbe. 
dward Plantagenet, why art thou dead 
A. Mar. If auncient ſorro be molt reverent, 
Gue mine the benefit of ſignorie, 
And let my woes frou ne on the vpper hand, 
1 ad mit ſocietie, : 
ell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine: 
I had an Edward. till > Richard kild him: 
I had a Richard.ti!l a Richard kild him. | 
Thou hadſt an Fd ward, rill a Richard kild bim. 
Thou hadſt a Richard, till a Richard kild him 
Da. I had a Richard too, and thou didſt kil him: 
I had a Rutland too, and thou holpſt to kill him. | bi” 
2. Mar. T hou hadſt a Clarence too. til Richard kild hinw- 8 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath | | | 
A hell. hound that duth hunt vs al! to death, 
That dogge that had his teeth before hi eyes 
4 lap thew gentle bloods, . 
That ſoule defacer of Gods handy worke, 
Thy wombe let looſe, to chaſe vs to our graues, 
O vpright, juſt, and tiue diſpoſing God, 5 
How do l thanłe thee, that this carnall cure 
Praies on the iſſue of his mothers boche, 
And makes her pue · fellow with others mone. 
Dar. O, Harties wife, triumph not in my woes, 
God witneſſe with me, I haue wept for ther. 
2. Mar. Bear with me, I am hungry for teuenge 
Aud now Icloie me with *: 
Thy Edward, be is dead, that ſtabd my Edward, 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward. . 
Yong Lorke, he is but boote, becauſe both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loſſe: 
Thy Clarence he is dead. hat kild my Edward, 
And the beholders of this tragicke plaie, 
"The adulterate ä a rs | 
Vntimely ſmothred in their duskie graues, | « 


The T 


| pitcous, 
Earth gapes, bell burnes, fiends roare, Saint pray, - 

To haue him ſi conneyed . 

Cancel! his bond of life deare God I pray, 

That I may hue to ſay, the dog is dead, 

2s. n 

That I ſhould with for thee to helpe me curſſe 

That botteld ſpider, that ſoule hunch· backt toade. 

* _—_ — thee then, vaine flouriſh of my forrune, 

cald thee then, poore ſhadow, painted Ogeene, 

The — 3077 what I was, W 
The flattering index of adirefull pageant, 

One heau'd a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother onely, mockt with two ſweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou werr,a breath, a bubble, 

A ſigne of dignitie, a gariſh flagge. 

To be the aime of euery dangerous ſhoe, 

A Queeneinicaſt,oncly to fill the ſceane: 

Where is thy husband now,» here be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy children, wherein doeſt thou ioy ? » 

.  Whoſues to thee, and cries God ſaue the Queene? 

V here be the bending peeres that flattered thee ? 
Where bethe — troupes that followed thee? 
Decline gn e what now thou att, 
For happy wife, a moſt diſtreſſed widow : 
For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name: 
For Queene, a very Catiue crownd with care: 
For one being ſued too, one that humb'y ſues: 
For one commanding all,obeyed of none: 

. For onethar ſcernd at me, now ſcornd of me. 
Thus hath che courle of iultice wheel'd abour, 
Andleft thee but a very prey to time, 

H: uing no more, but thought of what thou art, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didſt vſarpe my place, and doeſt thou not 

Vlurpe the iuſt proportion of my ſorrow ? 1 
| PA 


of Kichard the third, 

No thy proud necke,beares halfe my barthened yol, | 
From which, euen here, I ſlip my weary neche, | 
And leaue the burthen of it all on thee: | 
Farewell Yorkes wife, and Queene of fad miſchanci; 
Theſe Eogliſh woes, will make me ſmile in France, 

2s. Othou well skild in curſes, ſtay a while, 
And teach me how to curſe mine enemies. 

2.Mear. Forbeare to ſleep che night, and faſt tha day, 


Compare dead e with liuing woe, 
Thiake that thy were fairer then they were. 
And be that ew them fowler then heis : # 


g thy loſſe makes the bad cauſer worſe, 
2 — — 
words are dull. Oquicken them with thine. 
2 . & pierce hke mine. 
Dat, Why ſhould calamitie be full of words ? Exz Aar. 
' "= — er N F. 
— — p 
ore breaking — ; | 
—— though what they 
3 
Dw —— holy © 
And in the breath of bicter words,lets ſmother 
M ydnanel lane ů — 
Laws ſedans —— . 


, nts 
and Trumpets. 


Xing. Whointercepts my expedition? - 
Das. A ſhe, that might have intercepted thee, . 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed wombe, - 
Frm 1 ——— —"_ 
*. a 
E 5 
The ſlaughter ofthe Prince that ode thus crowne, 
And the dire death of my two ſonnes, and brothers : - 
ene 3 


— —— — 


| — +, 4 > 7 I WA 
— —— et, his ſonne t 8 
. Where i Liſtings, Rivers, V ? 
Reg. A flouriſh tnuwpers, ſtrilee alarum 
Let not the heauens heate theſe tel tale women, 
Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike I ſay, The tet. 
Either be patient, and intreat me faire, end.. 
- Or with the clamorom report of warte, 
Thus will I dcowne yolr exclamations. | 
Da. Art thou my ſorme: 
* Aung. I. idea Goh my filrandyumGils 
. Der. Then patic ntly heare my impatience. 
_ Madawe I have a touch of your condition, 
Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe, 
Dae. Luill bemidecnd — ſpepcis 
Kung. n 
Dar. Art thou ſo haſtie I haue ſtaid for thee, 
e ee | 
Kay, And came I not at laſt to comfort you? 
Dat. No by tlic holy roode thou knowſt ic well, 
Thou camſt on earth to make the earth niy hell: 
A grecuous burthen was thy birth to me, 
Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 
Thy ſchoole-daies frighefull,deſperate,wilde and ſoriom: 
Thy age confirmed. proud, ſubtil, blouche, trecherous, 
What comfortable houre canſt thou name, 
„ eee panie t NA 
K. ait none ey haute, t your 
To breakfaſt oace — _— : jos 
Mu be ſo gratious in your 
Let me march on, and not your grace. | 
Du. O here me ſpeake, ſor /ſhall neuer ſee the more, 
Ring. Come, come, you are too buter. 
De. —— — 2 
| 1 — — — 
Or / extream: age (hall 
And neuer looke vpon thy face gane: 
W 


DP, ot Richard the third. 
. 
en all t armour 
My praiers on the aduerſe partie fighe, 
And there the hele ſoules of Edwards children 
And promiſe them ſucceſſe and victory, 
Bloudie thou art,bloudy will be thy end, 


Shame ſerues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exw. 


. Though far more cauſe, yet much leſſe ſpirit ro curſe 
= e OY 


Abides in 


King. You haue a cald Elizabeth, 
Vertuou: and faire and gratious, 
3 Wa 97 
And lle corrupt her manners,ſtaine her beautie, 
Slander my ſelfe,as falſe ro Edwards bed, 
SS 
So (he may liue vnskard from bleedia ſlaughter. 
I will confeſſe ſhe was not Edwards daughter. 
| Ky. Wrong not her birth, ſhe is of royall blood, 
A. To ſaue her life,ile ſay ſhe is not fo. 
King. Her life is only ſafeſt in her birth, 
. And oaly in that ſafetie died her brothers. 
K. Lo at their births —— — 
A. No to ther lines bad friends were contrary. 
Kung. All vnzuoyded is the doome bf deſteny. 
2. True, when auoyded =__ makes deſtiny, 
My babes were deſtinde to a fairer death, 
If grace had bleſt thee with a fairer life. 


K. Madam, ſo thrive I in my dangerous attempt of hoſtile 


As Iintend more good to you and yours, (armesy - 


Then ener you or yours were by me wrongd. 
A. What good is courrd with the face of heauen, = 
To be diſcouerd that can do me goods LEED 
King. The * 
2 * ; | a 


LY F 


—— —— —[—— —ñ — — or — — 
———— — — 


King one Cedar, > 
Will 


„ ithall endow achild ofthme, 
So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoule, © 
Thou drowne the ſa ĩ remembrance of thoſe wrongs 
Which thou ſi eſt | have done to thee. 
2s. Be briefe, leſt that the proceiſeot thylundneſſe 


4 Lit longer telling then thy kindneſle doo. 


K. Then know that from my ſoule I loue thy daughter. 
== My daugluers mother chaakes « with he: ſoute, 
2. Tha — . 
©. thou doeſt loue e 
offend finkes trac dd dnghertouker, 
And from my hearts loue I dothanke thee for u. 
King. Be not ſo haſhe ro confound my meaning, 


| I'mveane that with my ſoule | love thy — 


And meaneto make her (Queene ot England 
2x. Say theu, who doeit thou meane ma be her king : 
Kung. Eueu le that ukes hei Queene,who ſhould eiſe ? 
2s. What thou? ; 
Tore. l. even I hat tlur ke you of it Madame? 
2%, Hos canſſ thou wroe her? 
Km», That I wouidlearneof you. 
As one that were b- ſt 2cquainted with her humor. 
— And wilt thou learne ot me? 
uw Ka ail my heart. 
1 Send t. herby che man that flew her brochers: 
A pane of bleeding hearts, tl. e: cou 1Ngrave, 
FE Jud and Locke, then happily ſhe Will weepe, 
Therefore p eſent to her, a. ſomet me Marga et 
Did to thy farhe , een Rorlam blood, N 


And bia ber dn her weeping eyes therein 


It thus inducement force het not to loue, 5 


Send her a ſtory of thy noble afts: | 
Telther thou mat anay her vale Clarence, | b Her 


| of Richard the third. 
 Hervnde Rivers, yes, and for her ee 5 
M adeft conueiance with her good Aune Wa? 
Kung come. ye A * 
Tone your daughter. = 
2 There is no other way, 
Vulcile thou couldſt put on ſome ether 
And noc ba Richard chat hath done all chis. 
Kin. Inſerte faire England: peace by ihm alliance. 
2s, Which ſhe ſhall parchaſe with ſtill — 
Nes Sav that r —— 
2. That ar er hands which the ki 
Ky Say ſhe ſhall be a lagh and 
2x. To wale the — doch. 
Aung. Say | will loue 
en eee, 
Kwmg.Sweeily ioforce vnto her faire lives end. 
Dn Bur how long fairely hall chat title. Jaſt? 
Te. 5 long i heaven and nature lengthen ii. 
22 So lon 11 hkes of x. 
Kang. Gay | her ſoueraigne am her ſubiect loue. 
Os. But ſhe your ſubꝛe ct Joachs loch lous tagntie. 
Ang. Be eloquent in my behalſe to her. 
An honeſt tale ſpeeds beſt heing plainely wid. 
Aung. Then in plaine tearmestell ber my louing tale. 
Au. Plaine and not honeſt is too harſh a ſtile, 
Km, Madame, your reaſons are too ſhallow & too quick. 
A O ne, my reaſons arc too deepe and dead. 
Tode deepe and dead poore infants in ther graue. 
Ha / pe oni ſtill ſhall I. till heart · ſtrung deeake. | 
Kung. No by my George, my Garter and my Cronne, 
A. Prophand, diſh. at, and the third vſu wm 
Korg. | lweare by aothing, 
Q. By nothing, ſor this 1s no oath, 9 


The George | 5 wee loſt his holy honour: 

Li, . cmiſhe, pawnd hs knizhely vertue: 
he Crowne vſurpe,calgrac t his ly dignitie. 

A ſomethung thou wile (weareto — | 

Swearethen by vr — mroogd 
Kang. Now,by the 


_ 


* 


_ The Tragedic 
, Tis fall of thy foule wrongs. 
= we, My fathers death. 
2 Thy ſelſe hath that diſhonord. 
King, Then by my ſelfe. 
2. Thy Galle, th felfe — 
Dn. Gods 3 wrong is — of alt: 
thou hadſt fe ard, to breake an oath by him, 
The vnitie the ing my brother made, 
| Had not beene nor my brother ſlaine. 
| #fthou hadſt feand to breake — 
The mettel circhng now thy brow, 
Ha graſt the tender tewples of my childe, 
And both the Princes had beene breathi 
Which now two tender play-fellowes for -”. 
Thy! broken faith hath Galea praye for wormes. 
——— 
#, wrong dc m time 
For I my ſelfe haue many teates to waſh- 
Hereafter time for time, by the paſt | 
The children live,whole parent, thou halt 
Vagouernd youth, to w ayle it in their age. 
The parents live whoſe children thou haſt buschred, 
Old withered plants to waile it with their a 
Sweare not by time to come, for that thou haſt 
Muſuſed,care vſed, by time miſuſed orepaſt. 
King. As Ieotend to proſper and repent, 
So thrive I 19 my danderows atrempe, 
Of hoſtile armes, my (elfe,my ſelfe confound, 
Day yeeld me not thy ligbe, not night thy reſt, 
Be — all planers of lucke 
To my proceeding, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated deuotion, holy thoughts, 
I reader not thy beauteous 15 daughter, 
In her conſiſts my ha e and thine, 
Without her, followes to this land and me, 
To thee, her felfe,and many a Chriſtian ſoule, 
Sad deſolation, ruine,and decay, 
Ir cannot be avoided but by this: 


It will not be ancided but by this | Thers- 


| of Richard the third, 
Therefore good mother (I malt call you ſo) 
Be the atrurney of my loue to her. 
Pleade what I will be, not v | have beene, 
Not by deſerts, but hat I will deſerue: | 
Vrge the neceſſitie and ſtate of times, 
And be not peeuiſh fond in great 
2. Shall I be tempted of the Deuill thus 
Kang. I. if the denillt thee to do good. 
s. Shall I forget my ſelſe to be my ſelſi: 
pl og remembrance wrong your ſelfe. 
Kin. But in your daughters wombe, I burie them, , 
Where in that neſt of ſpicerie there ſhall breed, 
Selfes of themſelues to your — a 8 
r. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? N 
Kung. And be a happy mother by the deed. - 1 


Au. I go, write to me very ſhortly, | 
= ey tak Exit Dn, . 


Relenting foole, and ſhallow changing woman, Enter. Rat. 0 

Rar. My gracious ſoueraigne, on the Weſterne coaſt, | 
Riderh 2 puiſſant Nauie. To the ſhore, 

Throng many doubtfull hollow harted friends, 

Vnarmd,and vnreſolud to beate them backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admirall: 

And there they — — the ayd, 

Of Buckingham to welcome 2 ſhore. | 

King. Some light · ſoote friend,polt to the Duke of Norff. 
Ratcliffe thy ſelfe, or Catesbie, where is he? 8 
Cat. IIeere my Lord. | ; : 

K. Flie to the Duke: poſt thou to Salvbury, 
When thou ſt there: dull vnmindful villaine 
Why ſt hou ſtil, and goeſt not to the Duke? __ 

Ger. Firſt mightie ſoueragne,let me know your mind, 
What from your grace I thall dehuer him. 

King. O true, good Cacesbie, bid him leuie ſttaighe, 

The greateſt ſtrength and power he can malce, 
And meete me preſently at Salisburie. 
Ru. What is it your highnes pleaſure I ſhal do at Saliabury 
. Why what wouldſt — Igoꝛ = 
FE. 23 | 


The Tragedic 
Rt. Your Highneſſe told me I ſhould poſt before 
King. My minde is changd fir, my minde is — 
Hou now,what newes v. you? Enter Darby, 
Der. None good my 2 
Noi none ſo bad but x may well be toid. 
Aw. H.,1day, a nddle, neither good nor bag: 
Why dooſt thou runne ſo many mile about, 
w — thou may ſt tell thy tale a bene. 
Once more h ne » e:? 2 
Dear. Richmond is on the ſeas. 
Fung. There let him ſinke,and be the ſeas ochim, 
White huerd runnagate, what doch he there? 
Da. l know not unghty touerargne but by gueſſe. 
Aug. Well — you gueſſe, as you gueſſe. 
Da. Stucd vp by Dorſct, Buckingham and Elie, 
He make: for — to claime the cromne . 
Rix. Is the Chayre emprietis the ſword vnſwaid⸗ 
Is the king dead: the Empire vnpoſſeſt:: 
Wha heire of Yorkets there alwe bur we? 
Aod who is Englands king, but great Yorkes heiret 
Then tell me + doth he vpon the ſeat 
Der, Vunleſſe for that my liege, | cannot guelle. 
Kung. V nlelle for that, he comes to be your liege, 
Vou cannot gveſſe, wherefore the Welchauan comes, 
Thou wilt reuoult, and fl e to him I fe are. 
Dar, No mightie liege, thereſote miſtruſt me not. 
Kirg. Where is thy power then to beate him backe! 
Where are thy tenants,anJ thy folo wert? 
Are they not nov vpon the — 


-  Sateconduttiug the rebels from then 


Dar. Na my good Lord,my friends arc in . North. 
Ki. Cold tuends to — do they in the Notth 
When they ſhoa d ſ. rue, iheit ſoueraigne in the Well, 
Dar, They haue not bin commanded mightie ſoucraigne 
Pleaſe it your Maieſtie to giue mc leaue, 
Ile muſter vp my friends and mc ete your Grace, 
Where and what time your Maieſtic ſhall pleaſe. 
K. I, I, thou wouldſt be 2 with Richmond, 
I will aoe truſt you Sir. 
Der. Moll mightie ſoueraigne, You 


ot Richard the third, 


— to bold my friend(bip doubefull, 
I neuer was nor never will be falſe. 

Ki. Well, go muſter men: bur . 
Your ſoune George Stanie,looke your faich be firme: 
Or elſe. hus heads aſſuxance is but fraile. 


Der. So deale with him. 281 2.9 Eu. 


Emer 4 

Ateſ My Gracious — 0 in Devonſhire, 
As bby friends am well 2dverriſed, 
Sir William Courtney an the hauzhrie Prelate, 

Biſhop of Exeter, his brother there, 
With many mo confiderates,arc in — 
Emer another A. 
M. My liege, in Kent the Gualtords: we inarmes, 
An euery houre wore competitors. 
Focke to their ayde, and ſtill their power increaſerh. 
Enter another Meſſenger, | 
Me. My Lord, the armie of the "Poke 38 
He ſtriheth hin. 
King Ouron you owles,nothing bur ſonges of deuch. 
Take that vntill thou bring me better newes, 

N. Your Grace miltakes,the newes | bring is good, 
My ne ves u, that by tudden flood and fall of warrer, - 
The Duke of Buckingham armie is diſperſt and ſcattered, 
And hc himſelfe fled no wan knowes whicher. 

King. OI cry you mercie, I did miſtake, 
Ratcliffe reward him for the blow I gaue him: 
Hath any wel! aduiſe1 friend giuen out, 
Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham? 
Me/.Such proclamact hath bin made my lege. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 

NMe/, Sir Thomas Louell and Lor — Dorſet, 
Tis laid my Liege ate vp in arme. 
Vet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 
The Brtitaine Name is d: ſpeiſt, Richmond in Dorſhire 
Sent out a Hoate taacke themon the ſhore, 
If they were hu alſulants yea, ot no: 
Who anſwered tum they came from Buckingham, 
V pon his partie:he them, 
Hoilt ule,and made away. for 
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Xing. March an, march on ſince we are dp in umetʒ 
If not 4 fight with enemies, 

Yet to beate downe theſe rebel; here at home- 
Emter Catesby. - 

Cu. My liege,the Duke of Buckingham is taken 
Thats the beſt newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Mi}ford, 

Is colder tydings yet they mult be tald - 
King, Away towards Salisbury, while we reaſon —_ 
A royall battell might be wonne and loſt. 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salibury, the reſt march on «ith me. 
Emer Darbie, Sir Chriftopher. 
Dar. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ſtie of this moſt bloudie bore, 
My ſonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold. 
If I reuo't,off goes yang Geo! ges head, 
The feare of that, wichholds my preſent aide, 
But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

( briſt. At Pembrooke,or at Hertford-welt in Wales. 

Dar. What men of name reſort to him? 

S. Chrift. Syt Walter Herbert, i renowmed ſouldier, 
Syr Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Gxrford, redoubted Pembros ke, ſir Iames Blunt. 
Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they do bend their courſe, 

If by the way they be not foughe withall. 

Dar. Returne vnto my Lord,commend meto him, 

Tell him, the Queene hath hartily conſented 

He ſhall eſpowſe Eabeth her daughter, 

Theſe Letters will reſolue him of my minde, 
Farewell.  Exemnt. 

Emer Buckingham to extcution, 

Buc. Will nor king Richard let me ſpeake with him? 

Kat, No my Lord, therefote be patient. 

Zuc. Haſtings,and Edwards children, Riuers, Gray, 
Holy king — thy taire ſonne Edward, 
Vaughan,and all that haue miſcarwed, 

By vnderhand corrupted, ſowle iniuſtice, 


pot Richard ene ttura. 
If that your moodie diſcontented ſoules, 
Do through the cioudes behold this preſent houre, 
Euen for reuenge, mocke my deſtruction: 
This is Allſoules day fellowes, is it not: 

Rat, It is my Lord. s 

Bac. Why then A llfoules day, i my bodies doomeſday : 
This is the day, that in king Edwards time 
I wiſhr might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe to his children, or his wiues allies : 

This is the day wherein I wiſht to fall, 
By the falſe fanh of him l truſted moſt: 
This, this Allſoules day, to my feareſull ſuule, 
Is the de: erminde reſpit of my 3 
That high all- ſeer that l allied with, 
Hatch turnd my fained praier on my head, 
And giuen in earneſt what I begdinieaft. 
Thus doeth he force the {word ofwicked men 
Toturne their points on their maiſters boſome 2 
Now Nlargarers curſe is fallen vpon my head, „ 
When he quoth ſhe, ſnall ſplit thy heat with ſotrow-. 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetelle. TN 
Come ſits, conuey me to the block: of ſhame. 
Wrong hath but — _— dea of blame. 

Enter Richmond wa trmpeta. 

Rich. Fellowes in armes, and my molt louing friends, 
Bruiſd vaderneath the yoake of tyrannie, 
Thus farre into the. bowels of the land, 
Haue we marche on without impediment: 
Aud here receiue we from our Father Stanley, 
Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 
The wretched, bloudie, and vſurping bere, 
That ſpoild your ſommer · field, and fruntull vines, 
Swils your warme blood like waſh,and makes his trough 
In your inboweld boſomes, this ſoule (wine. 
Lies now euen in the center of this Ile, 
Neare to the towne of Leyceſter as we learne : 
From Tamworth thither, in but one daics march, 
In Gods name cheare on, coutagious friends, | 
To reape the haruelt of perpetual! "TM 


By 


Si as ws | ; : 
By this one bioudie triallof hee ve. n 
I Lox. mans conſcience ii — rods + 
To aht agunſt that bloudie homicide. '** 
2. Lor. I doubt not but his friends will be co vi. 
3. Lor. He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare, 
Which in his greateſt need will ſhrialte from him a 
Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
True hope is (witt,and flies with ſwallowes wings, 
Kings it mike Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 
Emer K. Richard, Norff.R atchffe, Caterbie, wh others, 
King. Here pitch out tents, even here in Boſworth field, 
Why how now Catesby,why lookeſt thou fo ſad? 
Car, My heart is ten times lighter then my on 
. Notffolke, come hither: 
Nor olke,we mult haue knockes, ha, muſt we net? 
Nor. We mult both gue and take, my —— Lord. 
. —— lye to night, 
e tomorrow ? well all is one for that: 
Who hath de ſcried the number of the ſoe t 
Nor, Site os ſeuen thouſand is their greateſt number. 
Kmg, Why our battailon trebels that account, 
Beſides, the kings name is a tower of — 
Which they vpon the aduc iſe partie ant: 
Vp with my term there, valiant gentlemen, | 
Let v: ſuruey the vantage of the field, 
Call for ſome men of ſound duettion,. 
Lets wane no We delay, 
For Lords, to morrow is a buſie day. rem. 
| Emer Richmond wath the Lords, 
Rich, The weary Suanchath made a golden ſeate, 
And by the bright tracke of tus fene Carte, 
Giues {ignall of a goodly day to moriow: 
Where is {fic Willey Brandon. he fhail beare my ſtanderd, ,, 
The Earle of Pembtoc ke kee pe bis regiment, 
Good captaine B uni. beate my good night to him, 
And by the ſecond houre in the motmug, | 
Deſire the Earle ro fee me in m tent. 
Yer oneching more, good Blunt before thou goeſt 
Where is Lord Stanly quarterd,doeſt thou know? 
Baum. Vules I baue auſtane hi: colours much, Which | 


of Richard the third. 
Which well Iam a(ſur'd I hence done; 
His regiment lier halfe 3 mile ax leaſt, 
South from the mightie ofthe king. 

Rich, If wicuw — — - * AN 
Good captain Blunt my to 
And . trom me, thus — — ſcrow le. 

Blunt, Vpon my hie my Lord. lle vndertalte it. 


Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 


 Giveme ſome Inke aud in my teur, | 
Ile draw the forme and modle of our _ : 
Limit each — to his —— F | 
 Andpartiniuſt proportion our 
Come, jet vs conſult ypon to ar ſal b, 
In to our tent, the aire is raweand cold. 


Ester K. Nuchard. Norff. deaf Cu 
King. What ua clocke? | 
Cat. It is ſixe of the clocke,full ſupper time. 
King. I will not ſup to night, giue me ſome Inke & papers 
Whart,is my heu- r eaſiet then it was? 
Ani all my armor laid into my tent? 
Cat, It is my liege, and all tungs are in readineſſe. 
King. Good Narffollee, hie thee to thy charge, 
Vle caretull watch, chuie truſtie Centinell. 
Nor, Igoe my Lotd. 
{'ing. Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Nodfalke. 
Nor, 1 warrant you my Lord, 
Ring. Cates bie. | 
Rat, My Lord, 
King. Send out a Purſeuant at armes | 
To Stan!eys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun rifing, leaſt his ſonne George fall 
Into the blinde caue of eternall night. 
Fil me a bowle of wine, giue me a w 
Saddle whue Surrey for che field to w 
| Looke that my ſtaues be ſound and not too heauy Ratliffa. 
Rat, My Lord. 5 
King. Saueſt thou the melancholy L. Northamberland e 
Rat, Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himlelfe, 
| Mach about Cockſhur W troupe to Troupe 
by 2 


went 


} 


| The Tragedie 
Went through the armie cheariog'vp 
King. Sol am ſatisfied;griome 


the ſouldiers. 
me a bowie of wine, 
T have not that alacritie of ſpirit,” | | 
Nor cheare of minde that I was wont to haue: 
Ser it downe. Is Inke and paper teade ĩ 
Res. It is my Lord. g 5 
K mo. Bid watc leaue 5 
Rarcaffe — mid of night — 
And heſpe to a me me: leaue me l ſay. Exit Retiiffe, 
: Enter Darby to Richmond in bus tem, 
Dar. Fortune and victorie ſit on thy helme. 
FKicb. All comfort that the darke nighe can affoord, . 
Be to ihy perſon, noble facher in lawe, 
Teil me how fares out noble mother ? | 
Dar, I by atrurney bleſſe thee from thy mother. 
Who praies continually for Richmonds good, : 
So much for that: the ſilent houres ſteale on, 22 
And flakie darkneſle breakes withinrhe Eaſt, a 
In brieſe, ſor ſo the ſeaſon bids vs be: | 
thy battell eatly in the morning, 
And put thy fortune to the arbritremene | 
Of bloudie ſtrokes and mortall ſtaring warre, 
I as I may, that which I would I cannot, 
With beſt aduantage au ill deceiue the tune, 
Aud aide thee in tlus doubefull ſhocke of armes: 
Baut on thy ſide / may not be too forward, 
Leſt bein2 ſeene, thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his fathers ſight. 
Farewell, the leiſure and the feareſull rime, 
Cuts off the cetemomom voweꝛ of loue, 
And ample emerchange ofſweet diſcouſe, 
W hich fo long ſundued friends ſhould dwell ypon, 
God giue vs leiſure for theſe tights ot loue, 
Once more adieu, e valiant and ſpeed well. 
Rich Good ords conduct him to his reyievent : 
Ne ſtriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap. 
Feſt leadcn flumber terns to morrow;- 
When ſhould mount wich wings of victory: | 
| Once more good night kind Lords &yentlemen, Er 
O thou whols captaine I count my ſelfe, Locke 


Thar they may cruſh —— > 
The — helmets of our a 
Make vs thy miniſters of 
Thar we may praiſe Gesch vitorie, 
To thee] do commend my watchful ſoule, 

Fre I lee fall the windowesof mine eyes; 
Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ſtill, 

Enter the ghoſt of prince Ed.ſoune to Henry the fert. 


Ghoſt to. K. Ri. Let me ſit heauie on thy ſoule to m | 


| Thinke how thou ſtebft me in my prime of youth. 
At Teukesbury: diſpaire therefore and die. EO 


To Rich. — —— . 


Or butchted Princes fi 
King Henries iſſue ——— rey comforts thee. 
Enter the ghoſt of Henry to. 6. 
Cho. to K. Ri. When | was mortall,my annointed body 
By thee was hed full of holes, | 
Thinke on the Tower, and me: diſpaire and die. 

Harrie the ſite bids thee diſpaireand dhe. 

To Rich, Vertuous and holy be thou 
Harrie that fied thou ſhouldeſlt be 


Doth comfort thee in thy — 


Enter the 7 
Choſt. Let me fit heauie in — 
I that was wafſſe to death — 
Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to dexch : 


To morrow in the battell thinke oa me, 
And fall thy edgeleſſe (word, diſpaire and die. 

To Rich, Thou of ſpring of the houſe of Lancaſter, . 
The vronged heires ot Yorke do pray for thee, 
Good Angels thy battell "line and floriſh. 

| Enter Choaſt of Reners,Gray, Vaughan. 

Rix. Let me ſit heauie in thy ſoule to marrow, © 
Riuers that died at Pomſret, diſpaite and die. 

— T hinke vpon Gray, and let thy ſoule di{paire- 

- Thioke 

La fall * 
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Will conquer him, wake and winthe day. 


An eo Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Ri, boſome; 


roubled ſoule, awake, awake, 
Arme, fight and conquertor faire Englands ſake, 
Euter the Ghaſti of the two youg Prices. 
Gbo.to K. &. Dreame on thy — ſmoothred in the 
Let vs be laid within thy boſome Richard, (Tower 
And weighthec done to riuine, ſhame and death, 
Thy Nephe es ſoule: bid thee diſpaire and die. 
To Ei. Sleepe Richmond ſleepe. in peace, and wake in ioy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Botes annoy. 
Live and beget a happy race of Kings, | 
Edwards vnhappie ſonnes do bid thee floriſh. | 
Bo Enter the Che of Queene Anne his wife. 
R chard, thy wife, that wtetched Anne thy wife, 
That never ſlept a quiet houre with thee, 
Now fils thy ſlccpe with perturbations, 


To morrowin. the battaile thinke on me, 


And fall thy —ͤ— e and die. q 
To Rich. Thou quiet ſu'e,fleepe thou a quiet | 
Dreame of ſucceſſe and — * 
Thy aduerlatie: wife doth prayfor thee. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Buckingham, 
The firſt was | that helpe thee to the Crowne, 
The laſt was | that feit thy tyrannie, 
O, in the battell thinke on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltineſle: 
Dreaine on, dreame on, ot bloody deeds & death, 
Fainting diſpai e, diſpairing yeeld thy breath. 
To Ri. I dyed for hope cre I could lend thee aid, 
But cheate thy heart, and he thou not diſmayd, 
God and good Angels fight on Richmonds ſide, 


V AndRichacd fal, in heig t of all his pride. 


K. Richard ſtarteth out of a dame. 
K. Ri. Giue me another horſe, bind vp my wounds: 
Haue mercie leſu: ſoft, I did but dreame. O Comard 


| . of Richard the third. 
O coward conſcience, how doeſt thou afflit me ? 
The lights burne ble, it is not dead midnight: 
Cold tearofull drops ſtand oo my trembling fleſh, 
What do I teare my ſelfe? theres none elſe by, 
Richard louesRachard, that is, l am l: | 
I: there a murtheret here 2no. Yes I am, 8 
T hen fie, what from my ſelſe t great reaſon why, 
Leſt I reuenge. What my ſelfe vpon my ſelfe⸗ 
Alacke I louc my ſelfe,wherfore ? for any good 
That 1 my ſelfe haue done vnto my ſelfe? 
Ono alas I rather hate my ſelſe, 
Fot hatef̃ull deeds committed by my ſelſe: 
I ama villaine, yet I lye, I am noc. 
Foole of thy ſelte ſpeake well, foole do not flatter, 
My conſcience hath a thouſand ſeuetall tongues, 
And euery tongue brings in a ſeuerall tale, 
And euety talc condemnes me ſor a villaine: 
Periurie, in the higheſt degree, ; 
Murther, ſterne murther,inthe dyreſt degree, 
All ſeuerall ſinnes, all vſde in each degree, | 
Throng all to the barre; crying all,gwirie,gniltie.' 
1 ſhall diſpaire, there is no creature loues me, 
And if I die, no ſoule ſhall pittie me: 
A nd wherefore ſhould they? ſince that I my ſelfe, 
Finde iu my ſelfe, no pittie ro my ſelſe. 
Me thought the (oules of all that I murt hred 2 
Came all tu my tent, and euery one did threat 
To motrowes vengeance on the head of Richard. 
Fo Emer Rathffe. 
Rat. My Lord. 
Kaxg. Zounds,who is there : 
Rat, Ratliffe. my Lord, tis I: the early village cocke 
Hath twiſe done ſalutation to the morne, 
Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor, | 
King. O Ræcliffe, I haus dreamd a fearful dreame, 
What thinkſt thou, will our friends proue all true: 
Ras. No doubt my Lord. 
A mg, O Raccliffe, I feare, I feare, 
Au. Nay my Lord, be not afraid of ſhadowes, 
Nux. By the A poltle Paul, ſhadowes to night H 


Haue ſtrooke more terror to the ſoule of Richard, 


- 
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Then can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand ſouldiers 
Armed in prooſe, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
Tis not yet neare day, come goe wich me, 
Vader our Tents lle play the ewſe · dropper, 
To heare if any meane to ſhrinke from me. Eren, 
.  * Emer the Lordi to Richmond, 
Lords. Good monow Richmond, 
Rich, Crie mercy Lords,and watchfull Gentlemen, 
That you haue rane a tardie flu here. 
* — 0 * haue —— ? | 
Rich. The ſweeteſt ſleep, and faireſt boding dreames, 
That euer entred in a 6845 head, | 
Haue 1 ſince your departure had my Lotds. | 
Me thought their ſoules, whoſe bodies Richard enurthered, 
Came to my tent, and cried on yiorie ; 
I promiſe you my ſoule is very iocund, 
In the remembrance of ſo faire a dreame. 
How farre into the ing is it Lords? 
Lor, Vpon the ſtroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme, and giue direction. 
NMiore then I haue faid,louing cor ntrymen, (His Oration to 
The leiſure and inforcement of the time, (bis ſonldbers. 
Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good cauſe, fight vpon our fide, 

The prayers of holy Saints and ed ſoules, 

Like high teatd bulwarkes,(tand before our faces, 
Richard except, thoſe whom we fight againſt, 

Had rather haue vs winne,then him they follow: 

For, what is he they follow? truly gentlemen 

A bloudy tyrant,and a homicide. | 

One railde in bloud,and one in bloud cſtabliſhed : 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 

And ſlaugtered thoſe that were the meanes to helpe him: 
A baſe ſoule ſtone, made preciows by the ſoile 

Or Englands chare, where he is fallly ſet, 

if you fight againſt Gods enemy, 

Gedvillia inflice owed este e 5 
If youdo ſwoare to put a tyrant downe, . You | 


= of Richard the third; 

Lou ſleepe in peace, the tyrant being ſlaine, 

If you 40 8b. againſt your countries foes, 

Your countries ſat, ſhall pay your paines the hire. 

If you do fight in ſafegard of your wiues, 

Your wives ſball welcome home the conquerors: 

If you do free your children from the (word, 

Your childrens children quits it in your age : 

Then in the name oſ God and all — 2 I 

Aduance your ſtandards, draw your willing ſwords 

For me, the ranſome of my bold arrempe, 

Shall bethis cold corpes on the earths cold face: 

' BueifIthrive,the gaine of my attempt, 

Tue leaſt of you (hall ſhare his part thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly,and checrfully, 

God, and Saint George, Richmond, and viftone, | 
Emer King Richard, Rar. &c. | - 

Km. What ſaid Northumberland as touching Richmond? 
Kat. That he was neuer trained vp in armes. e 

King. He ſaid the truth, and what ſaid Surrey then? 
Rar, He ſmiled and ſaid. the better for our purpoſe. 
Ning. He ua in the righit, and fo indeed i in: 

Tell the clock: there. Tuo clocke ſtribet. 
Giue mea Kalender, who ſaw the Sunne to day? 

Rat. Not I my Lord. | : 

King, Then he diſdaines to ſhine, for by the booke 
He ſhould haue brau d the Eaſt an houre agoe, ' 
A blacke day will it be to ſome bodie Rat. 0 

Rat, My Lord. 

Kg. The Sunne will not be ſeenc to day. 

The skie doth frowne and lowre vpon our armie, 

1 would theſe deawie teares were from the ground, 
Not ſhine to day: why, what is that to me 

More then to Richmond? for the ſclſe-ſarne heauen 
That frownes on me, loc kes ſadly vpon him. 


Emer Norffolke, | 
Nor. Arme, arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field - 


King. Come. buſtle, buſtle, capariſon my horſe, 
Call vp Lord Stanly, bid him bring his power, _ 
. | 

* And 


3 -* 7.) -, The Trapedie - 
Ad chus my battell ſhill-be ordered. 
My foreward ſhall! be drawnein length, 
ing equally of horſe and foote, 
Our Archers ſhall be in the midſt, 
John Duke of Norffolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 
Shall haue the leading of the foote and horſe, 
They thus dit ected, we will follow | 
In the maine battell, whoſe puiſſance on enher fide 
Shall be well ainged with our chiefeſt horſe: NM 
Thus, and Saint George to boote, what thinkeſt thou Nor. 
Nor, A good direction warbke{pueraigne, He ſheweth 
This found l on my tent this morning. lu a paper. 
Jochen of Narfolke be not ſo bold, 
| For Dickon thy maiſter  bowght and ſold. 
- _ King. A thing deuiſed by the enemie. 
| 8 4 —— euery man vnto his charge, 
Let not our babling dreames affcighr our ſoules, 
Conſcience is a word that co vie, 
Deuiſde at firſt ro keepe the ſtrong in awe, 5 
Our ſtrong armes be eu conſcience, ſwords our l - 
March on, joyne brauely, let vs too it pell mell, 
It not to heauen, æhen hand in hand to hell. Hi Oration to 
What ſhall I ſay more then haue inferd? bu Ame. 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
A ſort of vagabonds, raſcols and runawaies, 
A ſcum of Britains, and baſe lackey peſants, 
Whom their orecloyed country yomits forth - 
| Todeſperate aduentures & aſſur d deſtrution, 
Vou ſleeping ſaſe, ihey bring you to vareſt: 
You hauing lands, & bleſt with beauteous wiues, 
They would reſtrane the one, diſtaine the other, 
And who doth lead them bur a paltrey fellow ? 
Long kept in Britraine ar our mothers colt, 
A milkefopt, one that neuer in his life - 
Felt ſo much cold as ouet ſhooes in inow : 
Lets whip theſe ftragters ore the feas againe, 
. Laſh hence theſe ouerweening tags of France, 
Theſe famiſht beggers weary of their liues, 
Who bur for dreaming on this fond exployt, 
For want of means poote rats had hanged themſe lues. I 


ofRichard thethird. 
If nebe ed, let men oc , 't; ; 
Haue in their une land besten bobd and thampe, | 
And on record leſt them the heires of ſhame. 
Shall theſe enioy our lands, lye wick our me? 
e . 
onal end ————— 
Draw Archers draw,your arrowes to the bead; 
Spur your proud hotſes hard, and ride in blond. 
Amte the welkin with your broken ſtaues, 
What ſaies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power: 
Meſ. My Lord, he doth denie to come. 5 
King. Off with his ſonne Georges head. 
Nor. My Lord,the enemie is palt the marſh, 
After the battaile, let George Stanley die. | 
King. A thouſand hearts ace great within my bolome, . 
Aduance our ſtandardi, ſet vpon our foes, _ | 
Our auncicnt word of faire Saint George. 
Ioſpire ys wich the ſpleene of fierie Dragons, | 
V pon them, victorie ſits on our hass - > / | 
Alarum,excxr/ions, Enter Caterbie. 
u. Reſcew my Lord of Notfolke,reſcew,refcew,,. 
$8 king enact: = wonders then a man, | 
ing an oppoſite to euery danger, 
Hu borſcis une, and all on foote he fights, . 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death. 


Reſcew faire Lord, or clic the day is loſt, Emer Richerd, . 


Kis. Aborſe,a borſe,wy kingdome for a horſe, af 
Car. Withdrawwy Lordꝭ ile helpe you to a horſe, . © * 
Kin, Slave I haue ſet my life vponacaſt 
And I willſtand the hazurdotthe dye, 
I thinke there be ſixe Richmonds in the field. 
Fiue haue I ſlaine to day, in ſtoad of him. 
A horſe,a horſe, my kingdome fora horſe. | 
Alarm, Enter Richardand Richmond, they fight, Richard 2 
flamthenreirau being founded. Emer Richmond, Darby bees. 
ring the crowne,with other Lords. 5 5 
Ki. God and your armes be praiſed victorious friends, 
The day is oui, the bloudie dog is dead. 


De. Couragious Richm6d,wel haſt thou acquirthee, Los 
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Rich, Great God — Amen to all, 


3 eorge Stanley liuing? 
| elan Leia Towne, 
—— mr Sram cer now withdrawe vs. , 


Rich, What men of name are ſlaine en either ſide? 
lohs Duke of Norfolke,Water Lord Ferru,fir Roberi 
Brokenbery, & fir William Brandon, | 
Rich, Inter their bodies, aa become their births, 
Proclaime a pardon to the ſouldiers fled, 
That in ſubumſſion will returne to vs, 
And then as we haue tane the ſacrament, 
We will vnite the white roſe and the ted. 
Smile heauen vpon this faire coniuncti om. 
That long have frownd vpon their enmitie, 
What traitor heares me, and ſayes not Amen? 
hath lon — ſcardher ſelfe, 
The brother ly ſhed the brothers bloud, - 
The father tered his one ſonne, 
The ſoone burcher to the ſire, 
Allthis duided Yorke and Lancaſtg, - 
Dwmided in their dire diviſion. 
O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
Therue ſucceeders of esch toyall * 
By God: faire ordmance conioyne — 
And let thy heires (God ifthy will be ſo) 
Forich the time to come with ſmooth-faſte peace, 
Wich ſmiling plentie,and feireproſperous dayet 
Abate the edge of traitots, gracious Lord, / 
That would reduce theſe bloudie day es againe, 
And make poore England weepe inſtreamesof bloud, 
Let them not ſiue to taſte this lands enereaſe, 
That would with treaſon wound thus faire lands peace. 
Now ciuill wounds are ſtopt, peace liue; — 
T hat ſhe may long lie heare, God lay Amen. 
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